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Dedication 


To the 300,000 “Lost Boys” of the U.S. Air Force’s time travel 
program at Camp Hero, Fort Worden, The Presidio, and New 
Orleans; you are not forgotten. Rest in Peace. 


And to all those who made this book possible-Jack Flynn, 

Catherine Bennett, Beau Mangano, Daniel Sala, Christy 

Campbell, and all the many others whom I cannot name- 
thank you. 


Foreword 


Hello all. No doubt there’s an interesting story as to 
how you wound up here. And I hope you'll find this book 
interesting enough to be worth staying for. 

A bit of history first, I think, is necessary. Likely this 
will mostly be review for many of you, but here goes. In 
1945, following their defeat in WWII, Germany and Japan 
made secret deals with certain ET groups, notably the 
Draco Empire, who agreed to help the former Axis powers 
build an empire among the stars, in exchange for merce- 
nary services. The nations agreed, and thus began a 
process of war, conquest, and colonization which is 
ongoing. 

In 1946, Admiral Richard Byrd initiated Operation 
Highjump, a U.S. Naval expedition to Antarctica. Ostensi- 
bly, this was to test military equipment in extreme icy 
conditions. In secret, it was chasing the Axis powers to 
their new forward operating base in Queen Maud’s Land, 
Antarctica, known to these Axis powers as Neu 
Schwabenland. 

The U.S. Navy engaged these Axis powers militarily. 
With their new ET granted equipment, the Axis defeated 
the Naval aggressors, thereby ending WWII with a decisive 
Axis victory, and beginning a secret Cold War between the 
Allies on Terra and the Axis-Draco alliance off world. 


In summer 1947, a German craft was shot down over 
Roswell, New Mexico, and stripped by the U.S. Air Force 
for reverse engineering. Its navigation chair proved to be 
of particular interest, as it was discovered, through docu- 
ments on board the ship, to be capable of navigation 
through space and time, and even into other dimensions. 
The research into this chair was moved to a newly con- 
structed deep underground military base, or DUMB, 
underneath Camp Hero, also known as Montauk Air Force 
Station, at Montauk Point, Long Island, New York. Thus 
began what came to be popularly known as “the Montauk 
Project,” though its real name was (and still is) Project 
Phoenix. The author asks the reader to “put a pin in that.” 

In 1952, the secret Cold War escalated. A delegation of 
German ships flew by the White House in Washington D.C. 
One of these ships landed on the lawn of the White House, 
and the occupants personally approached then-president 
Harry S. Truman, and began negotiations, which contin- 
ued into the next presidency under Dwight D. Eisenhower, 
inaugurated in January 1953. A deal was made: 150,000 
American children would be given to the Germans off 
world annually, in exchange for American autonomy being 
ostensibly respected. This deal is still enforced as of writ- 
ing this. 

Due to this, the American government escalated the 
Cold War with the Axis Powers in space. In 1953, the 
American intelligence community, spearheaded by the 
Central Intelligence Agency, or CIA, began Project MK 
Ultra, which used techniques learned from the Illuminati 
to carry out “mind fracture,” or the process of splitting the 


mind into “alters”, or split personalities. These personali- 
ties could then be programmed by the intelligence 
community for use in secret programs, both on and off 
planet. The U.S. also began making deals with various ET 
groups, gaining technology hundreds of years ahead of 
what the Terran public is allowed access to. 

The author of this book, myself, John Whitberg, is a 
survivor of these programs. Like all other survivors, my 
mind was split into “alters,” and these alters placed into 
clone bodies via consciousness extraction. One of these 
alters was a man by the name of Kyle Dellschau. Sent to 
work initially in a program known as Project IBIS, and 
then in 1984, to the aforementioned Project Phoenix. He 
was noted for his periwinkle blue eyes. This book is his 
story. 

Some housekeeping; every word of this book is true. 
While some names have no doubt been changed to protect 
the innocent, and some truly horrendous events removed, 
to keep this book from becoming misery porn, every event 
in this book happened, and in the exact way it is 
recounted. Also of note is that certain popular songs are 
talked about in a way that is “alternative” to how they are 
supposed to have been written. The author is making no 
claim of copyright, and is therefore not liable for any legal 
proceedings. 

For the style of this book, I have chosen a decidedly 
novelistic style, with a journalistic bent, as this seemed 
the simplest fashion in which to write it, it being in part a 
detailed biography, and also a historical account. 

This book is not intended for children or the faint of 


heart, and should not be read by either such demograph- 
ics, as it contains profanity, violence, sexuality, Nazism, 
and upsetting revelations about the nature of our reality, 
in keeping with the real story it is telling. Survivors of MK 
Ultra, Project Monarch, Project Phoenix, Project Looking 
Glass, and any and all other time travel programs, secret 
space programs, and super soldier programs, are advised 
to take some caution reading this book, as it is liable to be 
highly triggering. 

I’m afraid I must also make a rather large request of the 
reader, and that is that they dispense all notions of “linear 
time,” as this quite simply is not applicable to the life of 
the man whose story is being told. 

With all that out of the way, please enjoy the ride. 


“There is nothing more beautiful or more 
mysterious than the stars in the sky. And look 
now at us; we are dancing among them.” 


-Der Bund proverb 


Chapter 1 


Kyle Dellschau walked slowly among the icy rocks, 
careful not to slip. With the weak gravitational pull, a slip 
on this moon could mean tumbling off its surface entirely. 

Reaching a relatively dry and stable spot, he checked 
the wrist-mounted computer on his spacesuit, gesturing 
to Lisa Hoffner, his partner for this mission, to stop as 
well, and be seated on one of the rocks, though not to set 
down the mysterious black metal case they were carrying. 
Its contents, whatever they were, could not risk being lost. 
The computer revealed that the pair still had half a kilo- 
meter to travel to the coordinates given them. They 
paused for perhaps five minutes, then, resolutely, set out 
once again. 

They saw not a soul on their trek, though when trying 
not to fall off the face of the moon they walked on, it 
wouldn’t have been difficult to miss a few. They reached 
the coordinates set for them in good time. 

At fixed coordinates, they found an indentation in the 
ground that had obviously been carved by man. Otherwise, 
nothing marked this spot as special. Kyle and Hoffner 
glanced at each other, then, with a shrug, Kyle placed the 
metal case in the indentation. It fit perfectly. Kyle knew 
they would never receive an explanation for this venture. 
MI6, particularly the off-planet ops sector, wasn’t in the 


habit of explaining itself to its employees. 

No sooner had Kyle placed the box in its designated 
location than Hoffner let out the cry of “Hostiles! Ahead!” 

Almost instantly, projectiles began to fly. Kyle ducked 
behind a rock as he drew his plasma pistol, so as to gain a 
chance to look at their uninvited guests. Hoffner did the 
same. 

The hostiles, Kyle could see, wore black spacesuits, 
unlike the burnt orange ones he and Hoffner wore. He 
could also see that their suits were more advanced, being 
more streamlined and tight, allowing freedom of move- 
ment, and they appeared to have some sort of anti-gravity 
levitation system in the boots, which allowed them to per- 
form massive jumps and maneuvers, perfect for this nearly 
zero gravity environment. 

The battle was hopeless. The black-clad assailants 
numbered at least ten, all armed with rifles, against Kyle 
and Hoffner, in their much less advanced suits, with only 
pistols. They didn’t stand a chance, but they’d be damned 
if they didn’t try. 

“For Humanity!” Hoffner screamed, rising up and blast- 
ing her pistol. Kyle did the same. 

They actually succeeded in taking out two of the hos- 
tiles. One of them, in response, pulled another weapon. 
This one also a rifle, but stubby and with a fat barrel. He 
aimed it up. A grenade launcher, Kyle realized too late. 

The terrain actually protected him from the blast itself. 
Hoffner, however, was not so lucky. Kyle caught a glimpse 
of her remains being sprayed into space as the impact of 
the explosion, combined with the debris, sent him flying 


from where he stood. 

Somehow, he was not sent flying into space, but rather, 
along the icy surface of the moon. He went quite a dis- 
tance, but unexpectedly regained his footing on a dry spot, 
after colliding with a rocky outcropping. For a split sec- 
ond, he thought himself safe, until he saw it. 

There was a pebble or tiny piece of shrapnel lodged in 
the glass of his suit. It had made a crack, and the crack was 
spreading. 

“Fuck!” Kyle swore. Was it really going to end this way? 

He pawed desperately and fruitlessly at his helmet, 
helpless to stop the spreading of the crack which was 
leading the glass to its inevitable shattering. 


I suppose this biography should in earnest begin, as so 
many do, with a birth. 

Kyle Dellschau was a clone created in a laboratory in 
the underground facility known as Cheyenne Mountain 
Complex, in 2007. This clone was genetically altered and 
infused with the DNAs of Draco and Aldebaran Nordic 
ETs, then as a small embryo, sent back in time and placed 
in a chosen woman’s womb as a surrogate. 

Kyle was born on January 8th, 1941, at 2:14 AM, in 
Konigshutte, Upper Silesia, Germany, now Chorzow, 
Poland. His mother had an affinity for Celtic culture, 


hence him having the decidedly non Teutonic name of 
Kyle. His parents were Helmut Dellschau and Irina 
Dellschau, née Kaufmann. Both were avowed members of 
the Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei, better 
known as the Nazi Party. Due to an asthma condition, Hel- 
mut was never sent to the front. 

The trouble began on a fateful day in December of 
1944, 

Helmut returned from his work early that day, in a clear 
state of shock. “Irina,” he said, “we must flee.” 

“Why, dear? And why are you looking in such shock? Do 
you have such little faith in our Fuhrer? Why, this is our 
sovereign German territory!” 

“Yes,” Helmut replied. “It is. But I heard a report today. 
The Russians are killing and expelling Germans. And our 
government has lied to us. The war is lost.” Neither of 
them knew that young Kyle had overheard this exchange. 

Helmut’s words proved true. Within days, German 
expellees from the east began arriving in Konigshutte, 
some in vehicles, some on horseback, but most of all on 
foot. They brought with them stories of massacres and 
mass rapes and reprisals. This prompted many 
Konigshutte residents to begin making preparations for 
flight into the Reich interior. 

Due to being owners of a store, the Dellschaus had to 
spend several days liquidating their assets. It was clear, by 
late December 1944, that it was unlikely they would be 
coming back. A plan was hatched to send young Kyle away 
ahead of them. One of the local schools had arranged an 
evacuation by train of a group of German children to be 


taken by train to Berlin. Irina Dellschau had a sister in the 
city, Miss Johanna Kaufmann. Arrangements were made 
for her to pick Kyle up at the station and care for him until 
the Dellschaus arrived. Whether any of these parties knew 
what was to happen, it’s unlikely we shall ever know. 

The train from Konigshutte to Berlin, on December 
21st, 1944, one of the very few remaining passenger trains 
still running, was at capacity with refugees. In fact it was 
beyond it, as a number of persons had bribed the conduc- 
tor to allow them to be seated in the bathrooms, galley, 
and luggage car. A group of soldiers were assigned to over- 
see the boarding, to ensure that women and children 
passengers were given priority. The sounds of the Russian 
front approaching could already be heard from the out- 
skirts of town. However, even then, there was still 
propaganda being disseminated of a Nazi redoubt in the 
Sudetenland. Those who believed it still did not flee. 

Kyle was approaching the train. One of his hands was 
held by the woman of the couple overseeing the group of 
children. His other hand was held by his mother, who was 
holding onto his father. It was not until the doors of the 
carriage opened, and the cry of “all aboard!” went out, 
that Kyle realized he had lost hold of his mother’s hand. 
He turned to look as he was ushered onto the train, to see 
that his parents had both been lost in the sea of people on 
the platform. Never did he ever see them again. 

As the train rolled on, the war increasingly became a 
topic of conversation among the train’s passengers. Talk 
of reprisals against the Russians was oft discussed, and 
other such fantasies. Also discussed was the housing crisis 


inside Germany, which had already begun, due to bomb- 
ings. Many refugees seemed to have no idea where they 
were intending to go, as their lives were all outside of Ger- 
many proper. 

The train departed Konigshutte at 10:46 AM. At about 
noon, it stopped in a small village to refuel, as it had 
already come quite a distance. When the noise of the 
engine stopped, one could easily and plainly hear numer- 
ous German, American, British, and Russian planes flying 
overhead. There was considerable apprehension as to if 
these planes would pick an easy target and bomb a sitting 
train. 

Eventually, as the passengers waited, a conductor came 
into the car. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “we are ask- 
ing all passengers to disembark for some hours. We have 
received word that they are having to lay new rails up 
ahead, as the old ones were bombed. Please disembark, 
and have some refreshments in the station.” 

“That’s it?” demanded one woman. “We'll be next!” 

A number of passengers simply abandoned their lug- 
gage, deciding to continue on foot. The couple leading the 
evacuation of the children from Konigshutte discussed the 
possibility, but it was decided that they would wait for the 
train. 

The group had been waiting in the station for a number 
of hours, when two SS personnel entered the station. One 
very tall man with jet black hair and piercing blue eyes, 
and a smaller strawberry blonde woman, both in SS uni- 
forms with quite a number of medals visible. 

The two SS personnel approached the group of chil- 


dren. The older children and the couple leading them all 
stood and saluted them. The SS man produced a clipboard. 

“T am here to collect-“* he squinted at the name. “Kyle 
Dellschau?” Kyle noticed that he pronounced it as “Kyla.” 

The woman of the couple leading the children 
approached the SS personnel. 

“I and my husband represent him. What is your busi- 
ness here?” she asked. 

“He is a child in this group? Then I’m afraid you must 
produce him. We are here to collect him. Business of the 
state.” replied the SS woman. 

By that point, young Kyle had stood and moved closer 
to the SS man, as he had known his parents would expect 
him to do. Despite his intimidating appearance, he had a 
kind demeanor, and smiled at the young boy as he 
approached. 

In spite of the obvious apprehension of the couple in 
charge of the children, Kyle was soon escorted out and 
loaded into the back of a large black car. The SS woman 
drove, while the man sat in the back to entertain Kyle. It 
was by then close to nightfall. 

The trio drove for hours through Germany. The signs of 
war were obvious. The SS man attempted to keep Kyle dis- 
tracted from these sights. Whether this was to spare Kyle’s 
feelings or simply to “save face” by hiding the obviously 
desperate situation, we shall never know. 

A note of potential importance; the SS man had the 
surname of Kramer, while the SS woman had the surname 
Messerschmidt. I include this info on the off chance that 
some readers will be inclined to check some archives for 


any potential information on them. 

Eventually, exhausted by the day, Kyle fell asleep. He 
was awoken by a light shining into his face. The car had 
reached a checkpoint just outside the city of Dresden. This 
was in late December of 1944, less than two months before 
the infamous bombing of Dresden which occurred on Feb- 
ruary 13th, 1945. As a result, the beauty of the city was 
still very evident. 

It was, by now, the dead of night. It seemed that elec- 
tricity was being rationed, as not even the street lights 
were on. The only lights came from the few cars on the 
streets, and the occasional gaslight in the windows of a 
few homes and apartments. 

The car eventually pulled into a small blind alley off a 
side street. It rounded several corners in this alley, to a 
portion where it was quite invisible to the outside world, 
except possibly from the roofs of the then empty indus- 
trial buildings that made up this district. The trio then 
disembarked from the vehicle. 

The SS woman Messerschmidt glanced at her watch. 
“We are early, Jiirgen.” She said to Kramer. 

“German punctuality my dear. German punctuality,” 
was Kramer’s reply. 

Young Kyle tapped the SS man on the back, and then 
motioned to him that he had a need to make water. The 
man and boy stepped around a corner out of sight of Ms. 
Messerschmidt to do this. 

It was as they returned that they were greeted by a flash 
of brilliant blue light against one of the walls of the alley. 
The light formed into an oval shape, perhaps seven feet 


(2.13 meters) in height. The oval very suddenly became 
hollow, and showed it wasn’t a light at all, but a portal 
that had opened. 

Messerschmidt glanced at her watch once again. “They 
are early too,” she said. 

“German punctuality, my dear. German punctuality.” 
Kramer once again replied. It was becoming a running 
joke. 

Young Kyle was not at all frightened. Rather, he was 
curious. The portal had a blue mist over its body, through 
which one could just make out the picture that lay beyond, 
of what appeared to be a warehouse, with a manned desk 
also visible just beyond a downward slope. 

“Well, we’ve come all the way from 28 years from now. 
Let’s not disappoint,” Messerschmidt remarked. 

“Come now, young Kyle,” commanded Kramer, taking 
the boy’s hand. 

With curiosity, and perhaps by now a touch of trepida- 
tion, Kyle took the man’s hand, as he knew his parents 
would want him to do, and the trio walked to and through 
the portal. He perhaps knew, even at that young age, and 
with extreme naivete, that his life would be forever 
altered. 

What he didn’t know, but soon would, was what would 
greet him on the other side of the portal; Project IBIS, and 
all that it implied. 


*“Author’s note. The reader may, upon reading this, be 
inclined to detect a certain sympathy by the author on behalf 
of the Nazi regime and its territorial claims. This is the oppo- 
site of the case. I am telling these historic events as seen 
through the eyes of one German boy who was not quite yet 
four-years-old. Nothing more, and nothing less.** 


Chapter 2 


For the reader, a brief history of Project IBIS is likely 
necessary, as it is quite often misrepresented in the exist- 
ing body of information. 

Project IBIS was created in 1972. It was a project to 
usher in a “4th Reich.” Created by a group of perhaps 20 
Project Paperclip Nazis who, through their connections, 
managed to acquire for themselves a stargate portal gen- 
erator, a cybernetics and gene modification laboratory, 
and a set of technologies which could scan souls. Any 
questions remaining in the reader’s mind will hopefully be 
answered as the narrative of Kyle’s life continues. Now, 
let’s return our attention to it. 

Kyle’s feelings upon arrival are difficult to describe. He 
still did not feel fear. He had no reason to yet. As a six- 
year-old born into war, his only real fears at that time 
were guns and bombs, neither of which was evident. His 
emotions were dominated, rather, by confusion. Confusion 
as to what he had just witnessed. And even more, confu- 
sion as to what was happening. 

The sights upon entering through the portal were fairly 
nondescript. The portal opened onto a small concrete 
ramp. Looking at the device, one simply saw a huge metal 
oval with wires running into the concrete floor. Just 


beyond the ramp was a rather large white metal desk with 
a single man seated behind it. Two guards in Waffen SS 
uniforms stood on either side. All this was housed in what 
looked like an enormous, windowless warehouse that 
appeared to be otherwise empty. 

The man at the desk barely glanced up as the trio of 
Kyle, Kramer, and Messerschmidt entered. 

“Take the boy to processing,” he said, gesturing vaguely 
to his left. Young Kyle did not understand this order at the 
time as the man spoke English. 

He was then led to one end of the warehouse. So enor- 
mous was it that the walk was tiring. Upon reaching what 
appeared to be a standard industrial fireproof door, the 
two SS stepped up on either side. It was then that Kyle 
noticed two silver boxes with slits mounted on the wall. 

He stared in wonder as the two SS personnel stood on 
either side of the door and held their eyes up to the slits in 
the boxes. Then, a few seconds later, the fireproof door 
opened, seemingly on its own. It was Kyle’s first encounter 
with the technology known as retinal scanning. 

Beyond the door was like night and day. The industrial 
scenery ended at the threshold, and instantly transitioned 
into a sterile, futuristic clinic type of environment. Long 
hallways of pure white and chrome. The only spark of 
color Kyle could see was one wall adjacent to him which 
was dominated by a Nazi flag. He did take slight comfort 
in this familiar sight. 

The trio reached the end of a hallway, when a door 
opened. A man emerged. It was at the sight of this man 
that Kyle instantly felt his first wave of real terror. He no 


longer felt safe. He wanted in that moment, more than 
anything, to go home. Back to Konigshutte. Not anywhere 
near this clearly American man who exuded evil. 

The man was tall. He fairly towered over all those 
around, or at least it seemed so to Kyle. He looked more 
than anything like a vampire. Tall and thin, his bright 
white skin casting an eerie contrast against his soulless 
black eyes. He wore a full SS uniform. The man was, as it 
would transpire, Commander Michael Aquino. 

He beamed at the sight of Kyle, then turned his atten- 
tion to the two SS escorting the boy. “He is intact?” he 
inquired, in flawless German. 

“Of course, Herr Commandant,” replied Messerschmidt, 
with the slightest tremble detectable in her tone. 

“Splendid!” He kneeled down to young Kyle. “We’re 
going to make you glorious,” he said, with an almost 
demonic gleam in his black, unfathomable eyes. 

Aquino took Kyle’s hand and led him into the room he 
had stepped out of. The two SS personnel departed. Kyle 
never saw Messerschmidt again, however Kramer went on 
to become a permanent fixture of Project IBIS. 

Upon entering the room, Kyle was greeted with the 
strangest sight he had ever seen, so strange that it seemed 
difficult to believe it was physically real. Two crocodilian 
humanoids, each in Nazi uniforms and holding railguns, 
stood on either side of the room. In the center was what 
resembled a dentist chair, with a large projection screen 
behind it. 

At the sight of the humanoid crocodiles, Kyle was awash 
in fear. He screamed and turned towards the door. But his 


escape died before it was even born. Aquino grabbed his 
collar and dragged the terrified child across the room and 
placed him in the chair. 

He instantly struggled to rise. “Stay in the chair!” the 
Commander ordered. 

“No! I want to go home!” 

Aquino slapped the young boy in the face. 

“Are you deaf? I said: stay in the fucking chair!” he 
screamed. 

Kyle continued to resist. The two reptilian guards walked 
to him. As one of them bent over him to strap him in, it 
spoke to him in his mind. 

“Remain calm,” the crocodile man cautioned. “It ends 
quicker when you don’t resist.” 

Kyle caught a note in this telepathic voice. One of a cer - 
tain shared fear. This reptile man, wherever he had come 
from, was a prisoner too. 

At this revelation, Kyle calmed down. The chair was 
raised to a sitting position, and Kyle’s head secured to the 
headrest. He then noticed that the wall ahead of him had 
been replaced by a huge mirror. In the commotion, some- 
one must have slid it into place. 

“Watch above your head,” Aquino instructed. Kyle 
obeyed. 

He watched in bewilderment as one of the reptile 
guards produced, from behind the chair, a gold pyramid, 
perhaps 18 inches in height, the top four inches of which 
were occupied by a single enormous crystal. One of the 
guards placed the mysterious device atop Kyle’s head. 

Almost immediately, the crystal lit up. A few seconds 


later, the pyramid lifted itself above Kyle’s head and levi- 
tated, then began to spin. As the spinning began, Kyle was 
overcome by a strange sensation, as though the device was 
pulling himself out of his own body. 

The spinning stopped after perhaps 15 seconds. Then, 
the purpose of the projection screen became obvious. Out 
of the crystal, and onto the projection screen, a series of 
images, like a haphazardly spliced film, began to be visi- 
ble. All the images were unfamiliar to Kyle. Images of 
nonhuman creatures. Images of space flight. They sped by 
so quickly that he could not see details. Not until it 
reached a certain set of images of a crocodile man, larger 
than the two guards in the room. 

“Stop!” Aquino demanded, in English. The device 
paused. 

It was held on an image of the crocodile man. This one, 
unlike the brown specimens in the room, was dark green. 
Perhaps 15 feet in height. It had very obvious muscles, and 
wore a loincloth. 

“That was once you, my boy, and will be you again. 
Sobek.” said Aquino. Kyle was bewildered. But he was 
already learning not to question his tormentor. 

At this point, Aquino walked to where the boy sat in the 
chair and removed the device from where it was still levi- 
tating in midair above the three-year-old’s head. After 
placing it on the ground again, he walked to the door and 
spoke into an intercom that was adjacent to it. 

“Send in the guards. The boy is ready,” he ordered in 
English. 

Two guards, these apparently human, entered the room. 


Both men, and both wearing green Waffen SS uniforms 
while carrying railguns. The two men approached the 
chair, and unrestrained the young boy. He breathed a long 
sigh at what he thought was now freedom. However, his 
relief was short lived indeed. 

Immediately after releasing him from the confines of 
the chair, the two guards began pulling his clothes off. 
Kyle resisted, but it was futile. From somewhere, one of 
the guards produced a new set of clothes. A pair of white, 
skintight pants, a matching straitjacket, and a leather col- 
lar with a strip of metal on the inside. Into these, young 
Kyle was dressed. 

After being dressed, the two guards grabbed Kyle. Each 
took one arm, and they carried him away. They passed 
through a bewildering labyrinth of hallways, each one vir- 
tually identical to the last. All the doors were closed, and 
they passed very few other people, all of whom were 
dressed in either Nazi military or medical uniforms, and 
none of whom acknowledged the trio as they passed. 

After what seemed like an eternity, the trio reached a 
hallway of rooms visibly smaller, judging by the space 
between doors, than most of the others. These doors had 
number plates on them. The door to number 16 was 
opened, and the two carrying young Kyle entered. 

“Welcome to your new home,” one of the guards said, 
sarcastically. 

The room was rather small. On one wall was a small 
toilet. Set just beyond it, and taking up most of the room, 
was a most unusual cage. It was wooden and stood on legs 
about a foot off the ground. It looked more like an over- 


sized crib than a traditional cage, except that the top was 
enclosed. After permitting Kyle to briefly use the toilet, 
one of the guards threw open the top of the cage. Kyle was 
placed inside. After closing the top, the two guards uncer- 
emoniously left, closing the door behind them. The room 
was instantly bathed in complete darkness. Now utterly 
exhausted, Kyle fell asleep. 

He came to when the room was bathed in blinding white 
light. He sat bold upright and attempted to get to a stand- 
ing position, but was stopped by the straitjacket. There 
was apparently a loudspeaker somewhere, as a disembod- 
ied voice was soon heard coming into the room. 

“Please look to the end of the crib.” the voice said in 
German. Kyle did so. At the end of the crib was a small 
screen, perhaps 12x7 inches. Two images appeared. One of 
a nude man. The other of a crocodile. Kyle did not know 
this, but the man pictured was in fact himself as an adult. 

“Merge the two pictures,” the voice then commanded. 

The young boy was confused, not knowing the meaning 
of the word “merge,” or rather “versschmelzen,” as the 
voice, that clearly of a large man, was speaking German 
with a rather prominent Viennese accent. Unsure what he 
was meant to actually do, Kyle stayed still. 

At Kyle’s inaction, the disembodied voice sighed. 
Instantly after, he was overcome by a terrible burning, 
shocking sensation in the neck. The muscles in his neck 
seized to where he could not breathe. He began to see 
spots. He collapsed hard against the side of the crib. The 
collar he wore, he would later learn, was the source of the 
shock. 


|? 


“IT said, combine the images!” the voice stiffly yelled. 
With the use of the more familiar word, “kombinieren,” 
Kyle understood what was expected. 

Using the crocodile men he had already seen as his 
guide, he began attempting to merge the two images men- 
tally into something resembling them. To his surprise, the 
images on the screen also began to change on the lines as 
his mind was envisioning them. 

“Good boy. Keep that up. That’s it.” the voice said. 

Eventually, the two images combined to the degree that 
on the screen was a crocodile man very similar indeed to 
the one the pyramid had projected earlier. 

“Hold!” the voice commanded. And Kyle held. A few sec- 
onds later, a message flashed on the screen in English. 
“Facsimile complete. Avatar creation initiated.” Of course 
Kyle could not read this at all at the time. 

What he also did not know was that this ordeal was all 
merely the first of many steps of initiation into his new 
life. 


*“Author’s note. And so it begins, I suppose. Not much yet 
has been explained, I realize. The reader is asked to have 
patience, and to understand that some questions may still be 
unanswered by the end, since all this information is retrieved 
from conscious recall.** 


Chapter 3 


The next phase was one of programming. It seems to 
have been, at least to an extent, customized to each child. 
Kyle’s specific programming will be described in the fol- 
lowing. 

After the merging of the images, Kyle’s room was 
returned to darkness, with no warning. He soon fell asleep 
again. An unknown period of time later, the door opened. 
Once again, two guards entered. Once again, both wore 
Waffen SS uniforms. Neither spoke a word as they opened 
the crib and lifted the young boy out, removed his strait- 
jacket, and placed him instead in a white undershirt. He 
had clearly been in the dark room asleep for quite some 
time, as he found it rather difficult to move his limbs 
again. 

After re-dressing Kyle, the three entered the hallway and 
turned right. “Walk forward. Now.” one of the guards 
ordered. And so he did. They walked for a considerable 
distance through more long hallways, with a guard always 
directing with his nightstick where to go. 

Eventually they reached a room that was different from 
the rest. It had an entrance of two sliding glass doors. Kyle 
was marshaled inside. The room was huge and long. It had 
in it two rows of what looked like low lying autopsy tables. 
Onto each one a child had been strapped. Each child had 


on a helmet and what appeared to be a pair of opaque 
black goggles. Both of these devices had an enormous tan- 
gle of wires coming out of them which connected to a 
black box placed on the floor at the head of each table. At 
the foot of each table was a plastic plaque with the name 
of a deity from the Egyptian pantheon. Isis, Horus, 
Sekhmet, Apophis, and so on. Kyle could not yet read 
these. There were easily over a hundred of these tables, 
though less than 20 were occupied. At the furthest end of 
the room was a long desk with perhaps 15 computer sta- 
tions on it, all of them manned, at that moment. Aside 
from the personnel at the computers, about 10 other per- 
sonnel were milling about, all in SS uniforms of varying 
rank, save for one brunette female doctor in scrubs and a 
white lab coat. 

The nearest table to Kyle was occupied by a brown 
skinned girl with the plaque on the end of her table read- 
ing “Isis.” Partly out of concern, and partly out of 
curiosity, he reached out and poked the girl. She did not 
stir. He poked again, and as he did so, was greeted by the 
feeling of a jackboot being slammed into his head, causing 
him to fall to the ground on his face. He looked up to see 
one of the SS men, who had obviously kicked him. 

“Keep your filthy hands to your fucking self, you little 
shit!” The man sharply screamed the words. 

Kyle began to cry, realizing truly the ordeal he was in. 
And why, he wondered, was this all happening? He wanted 
in that moment only to return to Konigshutte and his nor- 
mal life. 

“Language, my good sir! And now you’ve possibly dam- 


aged my subject. Great job.” The reprimand came this 
time from a female voice speaking English. 

“And so might have he, Dr. Kreiger,” was the guard’s 
reply. 

From his position on the floor, Kyle saw the approach of 
the doctor. She was quite tall, and quite conventionally 
attractive, with reddish brown curly hair that hung just 
past her ears, and large hazel eyes. She wore blue scrubs, 
and a pair of sensible black Oxfords on her feet. 

“Your concern is most appreciated,” she said to the 
young SS man. “Now, if that will be all, Officer-“ she 
squinted at the name pinned to his lapel- “Hof$. You are 
dismissed. You will now please leave my subjects unmo- 
lested, if it’s not too much trouble.” 

With a look of obvious perturbation, the SS man Hof 
turned away. 

Dr. Kreiger bent down to the bundle that Kyle had 
formed on the floor and brought him to his feet. “Come 
now, young sir. We must not let them get to us, must we?” 
She said in perfect German. 

The doctor’s no-nonsense attitude reminded Kyle of his 
father, and served to calm him somewhat. 

The doctor lead the boy through the room to one of the 
low-lying metal tables. This one had a number painted at 
the head on the side, #32, and the plastic plaque at the 
foot bore the name “Sobek.” 

Aquino walked by. This time he happened to be wearing 
a name tag, reading “Comm. Aquino.” Kyle took note of it 
instinctively, in spite of being unable, at that moment, to 
know what it said. 


The doctor lifted the helmet and its attached goggles 
and placed them on Kyle’s head. There was nothing visible 
at that time, just blackness. He heard the woman snap her 
fingers, and immediately, a set of large male hands were 
lifting his feet, while the doctor gently lowered his head 
and shoulders onto the table. 

Compared to the violent treatment he had been sub- 
jected to, he found this quite refreshing, though it was 
likely more for the benefit of the expensive equipment 
than his personal comfort that it happened. 

Next, he felt his hands and feet being pulled into a 
spread eagle position, then restrained there, then further 
constraints being placed across his body. He felt his arm 
being rubbed with something cold and wet, then the 
unmistakable sensation of an enormous needle stabbing 
his arm and injecting a thick liquid. He whimpered at the 
pain, but was learning quickly to not complain loudly. 
What he did not know, at the time, was that the injection 
consisted of nanites, designed to enhance him for the 
experience that he was about to undergo. 

Several minutes passed. “It should be set in by now, 
Doctor.” he heard someone say, in English. To his shock, 
he now understood what was said. 

An image came over his eyes. A young woman standing 
in front of a blackboard. She began to speak. This was a 
virtual reality learning program. Due to spotty memory on 
my behalf, most details are unknown. However, there were 
approximately one hundred such sessions, each lasting 
about six hours each. 

All the IBIS children underwent this programming. By 


the end, they were fully equipped to read, write, speak 
English and German with native level fluency, and had a 
basic understanding of combat medicine procedures, as 
well as Nazi beliefs. The nanites they were injected with 
served to increase their IQ to well above the average 
human, and expanded the capacity of their personal mem- 
ory banks. 

Further programming was eventually carried out at the 
hands of Commander Aquino and his wife, Lilith. This 
programming consisted of abuse of a ritualistic nature. 
For legal reasons, and to avoid causing undue trauma to 
the reader, I am sparing the details. Those still determined 
to know are suggested to consult the large body of work 
which has already been written on the subject. Once 
again, during this time, no interactions were allowed 
between the IBIS children. 

The children also began to receive cybernetic enhance- 
ments. This included an in-the-brain antenna to amplify 
telepathy, third eye implants to maximize remote viewing, 
and further nanites, to enhance strength. 

Eventually, perhaps four months after Kyle had arrived, 
all the currently present children were brought into the 
warehouse-like space from which they had entered. In the 
intervening time, it had filled up. Enormous shipping 
crates, some opened, could be seen. There was also a huge 
typing pool, a set of file cabinets, and one portion had 
been transformed into a makeshift classroom. It was to 
this section that the children were directed. 

Kyle took in the scene. There were easily 500 child-size 
desks. However, by his headcount, only 42 were occupied. 


Each had a name plate with both the child’s name and the 
name of the Egyptian “god” they had come to be associ- 
ated with. Kyle eventually found the one which was 
labeled “Kyle Dellschau- Sobek” and took his seat there. 

Once all were seated, a man stood from his desk which 
faced the front of this makeshift classroom. Kyle recog- 
nized him as the SS man Kramer, who had escorted him 
here at first. Behind him, clearly not intending to be seen, 
was another man. He was also in full SS regalia, with so 
many medals that it made one wonder how his clothes 
withstood all the extra weight. He looked perhaps 65, Kyle 
surmised, with short cropped gray hair and a rather prom- 
inent scar on his left cheek. His name tag bore the name 
of “Emmermann.” 

Kramer spoke; “Boys and girls, this is a momentous day. 
This is pairing day. Today, you will all bond, in avatar 
form, with your chosen pair. Their names will be distrib- 
uted presently.” 

An SS girl began making the rounds through the room, 
placing a piece of paper on each desk. Kyle picked up and 
read his. It had “Elsa Tyler (Wadjet)” printed on it. Kyle 
realized this must be his pair. 

No sooner had the group read the names printed on the 
pieces of paper given to them than Kramer instructed 
them all to stand and follow him. 

The group did so, on yet another long march through 
identical hallways, until they reached a room labeled 
“avatar repository,” and entered. 

The room was tremendous in size. The floor was con- 
crete and smooth. Before them, the group could see quite 


easily a small city’s amount of cylindrical glass tubes, in 
groups of three, stretching out before them. It was then 
that Kyle realized that this place must be using some form 
of technology to create rooms which were larger on the 
inside than out. 

Dr. Kreiger emerged in front of the group of children. 
“Welcome to your new home away from home. The avatar 
lab. See these tubes behind me? These are your avatars. 
One is your adult form. The other, a copy of your associ- 
ated “god” form. The third tube is empty, for you to use. 
Please find yours, and our technicians will then assist you 
from there.” 

Kyle found his without much difficulty. He stared in awe 
at his two avatars. One was of a man, six and a half feet 
tall and handsome. The other of a crocodile man, over 
twice that height. Both were totally nude, and immersed 
in a translucent green fluid, which the empty cylinder was 
also filled with. Next to the three cylinders was a station- 
ary computer terminal, with a technician seated at it. 

The technician at Kyle’s set of cylinders looked up as he 
approached. He walked Kyle to the backside of the cylin- 
ders, where Kyle observed that a handy stepladder had 
been placed that led to the top of the empty cylinder. He 
also noticed, hovering just above it, a metal frame, human 
shaped, in a spread eagle position, with a hydraulic arm 
connecting it to the ceiling. 

The technician, a petite dark haired man with glasses, 
then instructed Kyle to remove all his clothes, and leave 
them in a bundle at the base of the stepladder, then to 
ascend it and enter the metal frame. 


Upon entering the frame, the hydraulic arm lifted it up 
to the top of the empty cylinder, then lowered Kyle and 
the frame into the cylinder. Kyle noticed that the fluid was 
thick, amost gelatinous. He instinctively held his breath 
upon entering, though the fluid was so viscous he proba- 
bly could not have breathed it even if he had tried to do so. 
Instantly, upon being immersed, he was overcome with a 
feeling of sleepiness he couldn’t resist. 

When he came to, he realized that he was being lifted 
from the cylinder by the hydraulic device. He looked down, 
and realized he was now inhabiting the adult human 
avatar. The child’s body he had always known was in the 
cylinder to his left. Even more surprising to him was that 
he was not having any difficulty in animating it. It felt 
totally natural. The fluid simply ran off his skin like water 
off a duck's back, leaving nothing at all behind save a trace 
of moisture. 

Upon being lowered to the floor, the technician handed 
Kyle a robe. It was white, only barely big enough for Kyle 
to cover his decency, and there was no way to tie it. 

The technician also produced a paper and handed it to 
Kyle. A study of it revealed it was a map to a wing labeled 
“housing.” Kyle proceeded to follow it. He was met in the 
hallway by others in their adult avatars, all men at that 
point, and all following the same map. Upon reaching this 
wing, they discovered it to be a collection of numbered 
rooms. A woman was waiting for them. The men all 
attempted, sheepishly, to cover their decency when they 
saw her, though she clearly had no interest, as she silently 
went around and handed each man a key with a number 


tag on it. 

“Gentlemen,” she said, “welcome to your new homes. 
You will be housed here when you are in avatar. In your 
child bodies, you will be kept in your usual cage housing.” 
Kyle’s stomach sank at the notion of having to return to a 
child’s body and the cage it was kept in, just as he was 
beginning to feel freedom in his newfound adult body that 
could flatten most people who might give him grief. 

The men soon found their rooms using the keys they 
had been given. Kyle entered his with some trepidation, 
but felt a massive wave of joy over his body when he did. 
The room was large- about the size of a hotel room, with a 
proper bed; the first he had seen since leaving 
Konigshutte. The bed was huge, nearly 20 feet in length. 
“To accommodate my Sobek body,” he realized suddenly. 

“Welcome, Sobek,” a female robotic voice said into the 
room’s intercom as the door shut behind him. 

“Danke,” Kyle replied automatically, wondering whom 
he was thanking even as he said it. 

Kyle walked up eagerly to the most shocking sight in 
the room; the upper half of an entire wall that was taken 
up by a huge plate glass window, with a mountain land- 
scape visible in it. It was with some disappointment that 
he realized it was a television screen. Still, it was his first 
glimpse of nature in the months since he had arrived from 
Konigshutte. 

Kyle was still examining the “landscape” when he heard 
the door into the room open and close behind him. He 
turned to see a woman, also scantily clad in an ill-fitting 
robe, standing in the doorway. She was tall, though a good 


deal shorter than Kyle was. She had shoulder length black 
hair. Her most notable feature, to Kyle, was her eyes, 
which were a deep purple. 

“Welcome, Wadjet.” said the robotic voice on the inter- 
com. 

After several minutes of each party trying in vain to 
conceal their bodies in the inadequate robes, they finally 
gave up and each extended their right hands to one 
another. 

“Elsa Tyler” the woman said. Then after a pause she 
added; “Wadjet.” 

“Kyle Dellschau. Sobek.” Kyle replied. 

As their eyes met, they both felt an urge to examine 
each other’s bodies. As they did so, their bodies began to 
respond in a certain way, likely aided by the nanites they 
had received, and the new rush of adult hormones they 
weren’t used to. Had they been paying attention, they'd 
have likely noticed the faintest scent of pheromones being 
vented into the room. 

It was then that Kyle and Elsa realized, if only subcon- 
sciously, what was meant by “pairing.” They both 
instinctively moved towards the bed. Nature, if it may 
even be called such, took its course. 

In the following few days, all the IBIS members were 
given SS uniforms of the lowest rank, then summoned 
again to the makeshift classroom in the warehouse area. 
They were given a list which was the unit they were 
assigned to. Kyle’s unit was as follows: 


Kyle Dellschau (Sobek.) 

Elsa Tyler (Wadjet.) 

Roger Clément (Horus.) 

Sandra Lau (Hathor.) 

Josef Fehr (Apophis.) 

Sienna Sinclair (Maat.) 

Joey Streicher (Khonsu.) 

Their stories will proceed in the following chapters. 


*** Author’s note. No doubt, this chapter will have stirred 
some feelings in certain readers. Some may feel I have been 
too direct in the sexual scene. Others may feel I have been too 
soft or censorious, and should have included detailed 
descriptions of the abuse suffered by the children. As to the 
first matter, I was as delicate as I could be. As to the second; 
this book is not torture porn. A huge body of work on the sub- 
ject of ritual abuse already exists. The reader may consult 
these if they wish.** 


Chapter 4 


I suppose the first step is to give the reader a better idea 
of each of the members of Kyle’s unit. 

Elsa Tyler was a British girl, by birth, though at a DNA 
level she was a test tube baby, made by combining the 
DNA of the embryo she had been conceived as with the 
DNA of both Naga reptilian ETs and of a humanoid species 
from the constellation of Cassiopeia, which is what led to 
her having purple eyes. Her past life was as the Egyptian 
“warrior goddess” known as Wadjet, a snake with a 
humanoid upper body. This is the species which is most 
commonly known as Naga. Her personal specialized skills 
were sniping and the very delicate art of persuasion. 

Roger Clément was born in France, to an African-French 
father and a German-French mother. He was also a test 
tube hybrid baby created by the Direction générale de la 
Sécurité exteriure, (or, in English; Directorate-General for 
External Security) or DGSE, the French equivalent to the 
CIA. His exact hybrid status is unknown to the author. His 
past life was as Horus, the falcon “god,” in reality an alien 
species from uncharted deep space with a roughly 
humanoid body with avian features resembling a falcon. 
His personal specialties lay in the direction of assassina- 
tion with blades and close quarters combat. He was paired 
to Sandra Lau (Hathor.) 


Sandra Lau was Chinese-American. Born in Hong Kong, 
but moved with her parents to New York City as an infant. 
Her past life was as Hathor, a sky “goddess,” who was in 
reality a member of the alien race commonly known as the 
Anunnaki, and by some as the Tall Whites. These are a 
human species that range from 12-15 feet tall, wraithlike, 
and with very pale skin. They originate on a planet known 
as Nibiru, which lies beyond the Oort Cloud, and are 
known to have massive amounts of influence in the affairs 
of Earth. Sandra Lau was valued for incredible remote 
viewing abilities and uncanny skill with speedy and accu- 
rate memorization of numerous languages, both human 
and otherwise. 

Josef Fehr was another test tube baby, created from a 
human German father, mixed with a huge array of alien 
races, and born from an artificial womb on Mars. His past 
life was as Apophis, a “god” of chaos, in reality a Naga, the 
same species as Elsa Tyler/Wadjet. Josef was valued as an 
all-around killing machine, and for his diplomatic skills 
for relations between different species. He was paired to 
Sienna Sinclair (Maat.) 

Sienna Sinclair was of unknown origin, though she was 
known to be a member of a powerful German family off 
world, and set to inherit her family’s empire. Her past life 
was as another Anunnaki, the “goddess” of wisdom known 
as Maat. She was valued for her psychokinetic abilities, 
particularly pyrokinesis. 

Joey Streicher (real name Josef, altered here to avoid 
confusion with Josef Fehr) was a German national, and 
also a clone, born as a surrogate to two British parents. 


Other details are lacking. His past life was as the Moon 
“god” Khonsu. Of note is that the true history of Khonsu 
has been buried. For one thing, he was misrepresented as 
having the head of a bird, to associate him with an avian 
species, when in reality he was a hybrid between 
humanoid and reptilian. He is also most often shown as 
the son of Amun and Mut, when in reality he was the son 
of Sobek and a humanoid Tau Cetian woman who has 
been wiped from all records. Joey’s skills were in the field 
of interrogation. 

Immediately after the unit was handed the slip of paper 
with their names on it, indicating they were a unit, they 
were called into a massive office that they were told 
belonged to the project head. The name plaque on the 
door read “Sigmund Emmermann (Atum.)” 

“The god from whom all the others came,” murmured 
Sienna. 

The crew entered the office. They were greeted by the 
sight of the man who had stood in the background during 
their first briefing. He was tall and imposing, with thick 
gray hair and impenetrable gray eyes. His very presence 
commanded a certain degree of terror. 

It was Kyle who first finally spoke up. 

“You summoned us Sir?” he said in German. Several of 
the other unit members flinched at his forwardness in the 
way he spoke to the man. 

“Yes,” Emmermann replied, “I did. Partly as a congratu- 
lations, and well wishes for your new unit, as well as a 
partial briefing. Your unit has been formed for one reason, 
and one reason only. To combat the greatest enemy to our 


cause; the Giza Intelligence Group.” 

The group exchanged confused glances at one another. 

As if sensing their confusion, Emmermann continued. 
“Giza Intelligence is an ancient organization. An offshoot 
of a group known as the Orion Syndicate. You will some- 
day know what that means. Suffice to say, they are the anti 
life. Opposition to the glory and honor that we all stand 
for. Our greatest enemy.” 

The group began at that moment, due to the program- 
ming they had undergone, to feel a certain righteous 
indignation, even against this group of individuals they 
had never heard of just five minutes prior to the conversa- 
tion. 

Emmermann continued. “For operational security, you 
seven are not to interact with your comrades outside of 
your own unit unless absolutely necessary. And when it is, 
you are never to divulge any information about your oper- 
ations. You are to have a policy of 100 percent secrecy. Am 
I being understood?” 

“Yes sir! Sieg Heil!” the unit responded in unison. 

“Magnificent. Now, you may return to your stations. I 
have a job to continue to do,” Emmermann said. The 
group dutifully filed out of the office. 

The next weeks and eventually months were spent on 
training. A particularly notable day was when the IBIS 
assets were placed into their nonhuman avatar bodies for 
the first time. Let us examine in detail this eventful day. 

The routine had been established that for most of the 
day, the assets spent the days in their adult bodies, and 
every night were placed back in their child bodies and kept 


overnight in their cages, except for times when they were 
placed with their pairs as adults overnight, in order to 
“reinforce the bond.” 

This day, however, proved different. At the appointed 
time, Kyle dutifully entered the tank. It was to his great 
surprise that when he emerged, he realized that he was 
incredibly tall, and, looking down, saw a crocodile 
humanoid body. He attempted to speak, but found that his 
new mouth could not form words, only sputtering growl- 
ing sounds. Dr. Kreiger was standing nearby, observing 
with a massive grin on her face. 

“Good. You cannot speak as you have before. Think of 
the words you wish to say. Don’t speak. Just think.” Dr. 
Kreiger instructed. 

“What the fuck?” was Kyle’s immediate mental reply. 

“I don’t appreciate your language, Sobek. It is uncalled 
for. You knew this would happen,” Dr. Kreiger said in tele- 
pathic rebuttal. 

Almost without meaning to, Kyle whipped the tail on 
his new avatar body. He barely felt as it collided with the 
body of one of the technicians and sent him flying several 
feet. He turned to see it. The man staggered to his feet, 
trying in futile to brush the coffee off himself that he had 
spilled and cursing under his breath. 

From there, Kyle was ushered to yet another previously 
inaccessible region of the facility, this one a long series of 
training rooms. Gymnasiums, gun ranges, virtual reality 
training zones, and so on. 

Kyle noticed, as he walked through the hallways in his 
new “god” avatar, that now people stepped aside in obvi- 


ous fear. He took a certain pleasure in this, for some 
understandable reasons. 

It was into one of the virtual reality rooms that Kyle was 
ushered. This one, he noticed, had far larger than average 
chairs, some of which had holes in the back. To accommo- 
date tails, he realized, as he awkwardly took a seat. 

Soon, all other members of Kyle’s unit filed in. Two 
human technicians followed. One carried a tangle of wires, 
the other a large black box. 

The one carrying the wires, a young blonde woman, 
quickly untangled them. On the ends of each one was an 
electrode pad. She proceeded to go to each asset and stick 
the pads on their heads. 

“Try not to think for a few minutes,” she advised crypti- 
cally. 

Of course, this was not possible. Almost immediately, as 
the electrodes were connected to each other’s heads, the 
assets were hit with a cacophony of voices. Each other’s 
voices. Then, just like that, it stopped again. 

The two technicians stood in front of the assets and 
one, the young blonde again, spoke. “The electrodes and 
wires link your brains. The box acts as a filter. Only active 
and intentional thoughts get through it. Today is an exer- 
cise in telepathic cooperation in a combat scenario. When 
using your voices would be a detriment. We will now 
attach your virtual reality headsets, and the exercise will 
commence.” 

After Kyle’s headset had been attached, with some diffi- 
culty due to this avatar having a crocodile’s head, an 
image came up on the inside of the goggles’ portion of the 


headset. 

He was greeted by the sight of a large, empty concrete 
room, with a small table in the center. His other unit 
members, all in their “god” avatars, were also present in 
the room. 

Against one wall was a table with an assortment of 
weapons on it, seven in total. Three were swords. One was 
a meteor hammer. The rest were battle axes. The group 
was instructed to approach the table and discuss among 
themselves, telepathically, who was to receive each 
weapon. They followed the instructions. It took time to 
figure out the system, but within ten minutes, Kyle’s group 
had become operational, with each member easily com- 
municating, and all of them armed. 

“Okay,” one of the technicians then said into the comms, 
“we’re upping the ante. Prepare yourselves.” 

Without warning, the enormous hangar style doors to 
the virtual building opened, and three creatures flew in. 
Kyle looked in horror for several seconds. The creatures 
looked like green, bloated vampire bats. Their bodies were 
perhaps 15 feet in length, and their wingspan must have 
been nearly twice this. And the stench! 

Kyle’s shock broke quickly however. “Fuck. Them. Up!” 
he commanded telepathically to the unit. He swung his 
meteor hammer upward, instinctively knowing how to do 
it somehow. He heard a distinct “crack” as it collided with 
the shoulder of one of the monstrosities. With a shriek, 
the beast crashed to the floor. 

It got to its feet quickly however. Roger, one of the sword 
possessors, charged the beast and rammed his sword into 


its lower belly, then twisted it and thrust upwards. The 
abomination’s intestines spilled out, and it collapsed. 

Kyle looked up then to witness Sienna being lifted into 
the air by another of the bat monsters, which was now 
leaving the hangar. Her avatar dripped with blood from 
where the beast’s claws had grabbed her. It flew out. One 
of the other unit members desperately threw an ax, but 
fell short. The creature flew into the digital sky, and van- 
ished. Then, suddenly, the simulation reset itself. 

The technician’s voice came over the comms again. “You 
screwed up. She’s dead. Start again.” 

All of this took place, of course, in far less time than it 
takes to tell. 

The exercise was repeated. None of the assets was 
allowed rest until they had completed the exercise with all 
three monstrosities dead, and an intact unit. It took many 
attempts. 

Upon completion, the unit was expecting congratula- 
tion. This was not to be. They were all put back into their 
child bodies, then returned to their cages. They were kept 
in these without food or drink until they were on the verge 
of death from starvation. Only then were they removed 
from there. 

It was at this time that the unit was introduced to 
regeneration tanks. These tanks were kept in yet another 
laboratory. In these were another set of cylindrical tanks, 
much like those their avatars were kept in. These, 
however, were filled with an opaque white fluid, unlike the 
translucent green of the avatar tanks. They were subse- 
quently lowered into these. They fell unconscious 


immediately, but they emerged energized and with all the 
weight they had lost regained. However, they still felt 
hunger. The punishment was not yet over, as they were 
then brought into another lab and fed intravenously. No 
real food was issued. 

This exercise was repeated many times. Every time, it 
took multiple attempts, and for this, the group was pun- 
ished. As the starvation punishment took time, however, it 
was replaced with floggings with a leather whip that had 
metal rivets attached at odd intervals. The group had to 
count the number of lashes they received, and if they 
counted wrong, it was started again. Before each flogging, 
they were injected with drugs so that they would remain 
conscious for the process. After the floggings, they were 
placed in the regeneration tanks. The settings on the 
tanks were altered so that the scars remained, and there- 
fore, every time the unit changed in the locker rooms, at 
least while in child bodies, they would see the scars and 
have a constant reminder of their punishments and, of 
course, why they had been punished. This made them 
learn very quickly. 

Soon, once the unit could complete the exercise in a 
single attempt, several times in a row, the number of bat- 
like abominations was moved up to five. Then ten. Then, a 
new exercise was introduced. 

For this new exercise, the unit was placed into their 
adult human avatar forms. Instead of the hangar-like 
structure they were used to, the unit this time found 
themselves to now be outdoors. 

Kyle started in awe at the landscape surrounding them. 


No trees. No large hills. No greenery. Just tan sand and 
brown and tan rocks. It was Kyle’s first ever look at a 
desert. 

As the crew stood, they were suddenly aware that they 
were nude. 

“Hold still a moment. We’re loading in the armor,” one 
of the technicians said, as if reading their thoughts. 

As they stood, an armor did form to cover their bodies. 
It was white, and appeared to be made of some form of 
metallic material, all except for the part of the helmet 
which covered the face, which was some type of clear, 
blue, glass-like polymer. 

After the armor had formed, the group saw something 
in the distance. An entire flock of the bat-like monsters 
was flying towards the group. 

“Hey! We’re fucking unarmed here!” Joey shouted. Com- 
munication was easier in these avatars, since it was now 
possible to use their voices. 

“Hold out your arms.” was the instruction over the 
comms. 

The group did so. As they did, rifles were loaded into 
their hands. Kyle had the barest familiarity with guns, 
from his childhood in Konigshutte. 

“Follow my lead!” Kyle ordered the unit, and then aimed 
the gun upward and pulled the trigger. A gush of blue pro- 
jectiles came out. The other members nodded in 
understanding. 

Elsa then fired her gun. However, she failed to take note 
of what was in her path. Joey stood near her. The projec- 
tiles shredded his armor, and his virtual body collapsed. 


'? 


The simulation reset. 

“First rule when using guns; don’t shoot your friends. 
Start again.” the technician stated flatly. 

And so the cycle continued. Exercise, repeat until suc- 
cess, then punishments for the failures. The guns in the 
simulation never required reloading. And so, the next 
phase of training began. 

The group was called into the makeshift classroom, 
again in their adult human avatar forms. On each of the 
desks was a set of guns. A semi automatic pistol, an 
assault rifle, a pump shotgun, and a bolt action rifle. 
Kramer, the SS man, stood at the front of the room and 
spoke to the students. 

“You will all turn your attention to the projection screen 
behind me. This is a class on the handling of firearms. The 
film will instruct you. You will follow the directions. As 
needed, ammunition will be handed out to you.” 

And so it went. The film instructed on the handling and 
operation of each type of gun. Kramer made his rounds 
handing out ammunition for each type so that the assets 
could load their weapons. 

Eventually, they were lead to the training area, which 
contained a gun range, where they practiced with their 
weapons. Eventually, they were taught about field strip- 
ping and the repair of guns. Due to the nanites and/or 
drugs they were given, their learning capabilities were 
accelerated to an enormous degree. Within perhaps two 
weeks, the assets were able to, while blindfolded, strip 
their guns, put them back together, and shoot them with 
alarming accuracy in a span of under 30 seconds. 


This was followed by training in Chinese martial arts, 
once again via the virtual reality system. 

They also received some training in psychic warfare. 
However, due to limitations in my own memory, this 
unfortunately cannot be recounted in any detail. 

The final phase of training was in that of combat 
medicine. Once again, all the assets were gathered into 
the makeshift classroom, in their child bodies this time, 
and shown a film. This one detailed the principles of med- 
ical care on the battlefield. 

After the class had been held, a test was administered. 
Kyle and Elsa, still in child bodies, were taken to a small 
room. In it was located a gurney and a low lying table with 
all the medical supplies they had recently been familiar- 
ized with. 

Before either of them could guess what was expected of 
them, a woman in uniform entered the room, produced a 
pistol, and shot Elsa in the stomach. 

“She’s dying. Pack the wound or cauterize. I estimate 
you have three minutes until she bleeds out. If she’s dead 
when I come back, we do this again.” the officer stated, 
without a trace of feeling in her voice. 

The officer left after stating this. Kyle rushed to the 
door, but found it locked. He felt panic for perhaps three 
seconds. Then, as always, his rationality kicked in again. 
He ran to the table and assembled quickly all that was 
needed, somehow forcing himself to ignore Elsa’s whim- 
pers. He assembled all the necessary equipment and gave 
Elsa a shot of morphine, then proceeded to pack the 
wound. Elsa survived. The exercise was considered to be a 


SUCCESS. 
After the completion of their training, Kyle’s unit 
received a name; The Golden Fleece. All of them, and the 
rest of the IBIS children, had been at this facility for per- 
haps a year, when they were assigned their first real 
mission. This will be recounted in the next chapter. 


*““Author’s note. I hope the reader decides I have included 
enough details here. I have decided not to recount every 
excruciating detail, and could not anyway, due to memory 
limitations.** 


Chapter 5 


The next thing, within two days of the completion of 
their training, was The Golden Fleece receiving the 
assignment for their first real-world mission. The Golden 
Fleece was called into Emmermann’s office that day. After 
tersely congratulating the unit on “graduating,” he spoke. 

“Now is the time for you to begin earning your keep. 
We’ve shown great generosity in training you to achieve 
the greatness you’re capable of. Now, you are to prove that 
it was worth our hospitality. You are being sent out on 
your first operation. One of many to come.” 

He handed Kyle a file, and instructed him and the others 
to take it into the adjoining room. They did so, and found 
themselves in a fairly typical looking conference room, 
and, realizing what was expected, sat and strategized. 

The mission brief was, as the saying goes, “deceptively 
simple.” The brief was heavily redacted. No actual names 
were present, however it was clear that the unit had the 
assignment to clear out a group of ETs from the location 
they were being sent, which was an old and supposedly 
abandoned prison camp, located within the south of 
Brazil. 

Before leaving, The Golden Fleece was given a round of 
nanites, nominally to eliminate the need for sleep, and 
was suited up in the white and blue power armor they had 


grown used to wearing in the training simulations. 

They were then escorted out of the base, where they 
were led by a guard through the warehouse building into 
an elevator. They traveled upward in it for what felt like 
ages, covering about a mile in distance. The reached the 
top, emerging into another warehouse. The outside of this 
was their first breath of fresh air since their arrival at the 
IBIS base. 

The area where the warehouse stood was heavily 
wooded, and clearly of a high elevation. The air was thin- 
ner than in the facility, which was obviously pressurized 
for comfort. The soldiers mostly wore British uniforms of 
the Royal Air Force, interspersed occasionally with Royal 
Canadian Air Force personnel, and a few men of the Cana- 
dian Army. They paid no attention to the IBIS soldiers, or 
the SS man who was leading them. They seemed under 
orders to not take any note of such an unusual sight. 

The unit was loaded into an army green Land Rover 
and driven along a dirt road for perhaps a mile through 
the woods. The reached a clearing with a most incredible 
sight; a black triangular craft. It was equilateral, with each 
side perhaps 100 feet long. It was about 20 feet tall. A 
ramp lowered from it, leading into the ship itself. A man 
stood at the top, waving at The Golden Fleece to board. 

“We ain’t got all fucking day. Let’s move out!” he 
shouted cheerfully at the visibly stunned unit. 

With one last glance at each other, they boarded. 

The craft was sleek on the inside. Chrome and white, 
with smooth tan upholstered benches running along each 
wall. At the front was a cockpit of sorts, containing two 


seats with a curved screen in front. The Golden Fleece unit 
took their seats on the benches. The young, bright eyed 
brunette man who had waved them aboard took one of the 
seats at front. 

The craft lifted, though almost imperceptibly. The 
movement was so seamless it almost couldn’t be felt. It 
took off flying, and no more than five minutes later, it 
stopped again. It then proceeded to lower to the ground. 

“Surely we can’t have arrived at our destination yet?” 
Sandra Lau/Hathor muttered to herself incredulously. 

However, sure enough, the craft landed, hovering as it 
had before about ten feet from the ground. The ramp 
lowered again, and The Golden Fleece unit dutifully dis- 
embarked as one. 

They found themselves in a clearing, in an obviously 
tropical biome. Brightly colored birds flew overhead, 
singing in a way that The Golden Fleece members were all 
unfamiliar with. 

The ship took off again. The unit watched as it 
“jumped,” that is, took off at an incredibly high speed, so 
fast that it was difficult to even see. 

“Party’s over,” Kyle said. “Time to do our jobs.” 

On each suit of armor, on the wrist, was a touchscreen. 
A wrist mounted computer of sorts. It displayed a map, 
with a line through it. The map displayed the route to 
their objective, which lay 3.5 kilometers to the northwest. 

“That’s close enough that the craft might have been 
observed on approach. We must expect that we’ve been 
anticipated,” Kyle observed. 

The group treaded carefully through the jungle to the 


site. If there had ever been a road, it had long ago been 
reclaimed by nature. The unit, with their enhancements, 
easily cut through the foliage that would have taken great 
effort to a normal person, even with a machete. 

Eventually, they began to hear sounds of life. Intelligent 
life rather, since the jungle already teemed with the wild 
variety. Voices, in a language that was clearly not human, 
could be heard somewhere in the distance. Kyle signaled 
the unit to be silent. 

They crept carefully now towards the sounds, reaching a 
clearing eventually. A rusted wire fence surrounded it. 
Within the fence were perhaps 100 huge wooden long- 
house like barracks buildings, two columns of them, 
separated by a dirt road. A single flag flew above the camp. 
Kyle zoomed in, as this was a feature of the helmet. 

The flag was black on the background. On it was printed 
a gold pyramid with a silver capstone. A comet flew in its 
front, with its tail reaching behind the pyramid. Kyle 
zoomed out, having, at the time, no idea of the signifi- 
cance. 

I’d like to draw the reader’s attention to something 
notable that occurred next. This was the first time that 
Kyle questioned orders. It would not be the last. He saw, 
before him, not a prison camp, as the brief had said, but a 
simple barracks. He instinctively knew, then, that he could 
not always trust everything his leaders would tell him and 
those whom he lead. Nevertheless, the mission continued. 

Kyle instructed the group, telepathically, to proceed with 
a perimeter sweep, keeping themselves concealed in the 
foliage. They slowly did the sweep. They were not 


observed. The camp had no apparent entrance, aside from 
a small gate, which was guarded. The group got a good 
look at the occupiers. They were mostly iguana 
humanoids, though there were some human looking per- 
sons as well, all blonde and blue eyed. Kyle took note of 
several persons pushing several of what appeared to be 
oblong wheelbarrows. 

Kyle then, again telepathically, directed The Golden 
Fleece to regroup at the back of the compound. They did 
so. None of them were spotted. 

At the back of the camp, Josef produced what appeared 
to be a small stiletto switchblade, but when the button on 
the side was clicked, a small blade of plasma, rather than 
metal, was what popped out. Josef handed the blade to 
Kyle, who proceeded to cut a hole in the fence. The blade 
cut the wire fence as though it was made of butter. 

The group slipped in undetected and huddled behind 
one of the barracks. Under Kyle’s instruction, they split, 
each taking a position. Then, without warning, all seven 
opened fire. 

The plasma projectiles shredded the targets. For a few 
moments, it was a massacre. The Golden Fleece had the 
total element of surprise. This, of course, did not last. 

Kyle heard, more than felt, the bullet at his back. The 
armor barely registered it. He spun and fired a spray of 
plasma. The humanoid who had shot at him flew back, 
propelled by the projectiles. However, the shooter had 
emerged from one of the barracks buildings. All the win- 
dows of the building were flooded very quickly with more 
shooters. 


“I need cover!” Kyle screamed as he ducked and sprinted 
to the side. 

Elsa and Sandra ran to their leader’s side and began 
shooting, scattering directions to confuse the shooters. 
Kyle tossed a grenade through one of the windows whose 
shooters were distracted. The explosion ripped a huge 
hole in the thin wooden wall of the building, and sprayed 
the remains of those it hit. 

The shooters in the building began to retreat. 

“Okay. Clear the building. Don’t fucking let them get 
away!” Kyle ordered. 

He and the two who had assisted him entered the build- 
ing. Inside, there was a long set of bunks. A wall of them 
was being rearranged to block the advance of Kyle and his 
two hangers-on. He raised his gun to fire at the group cre- 
ating the wall, but Elsa simplified and simply chucked 
another grenade. The grenades The Golden Fleece used 
were smokeless, so instantly, the three could advance. To 
their surprise, the building beyond was already empty, and 
no door was visible. 

“Where the hell?” Elsa spat out. “They’re gone!” 

As if in answer, Roger’s voice came on the comms. 

“Sobek,” he said, addressing Kyle by his call sign, “there’s 
a fucking tunnel under the buildings! They’re running 
down there! What do we do?” 

“Copy Horus. All operatives, enter the tunnel. We'll cor- 
ral them. Fuck them up! We don’t fail!” 

Kyle and his two helpers rushed to the hole in the floor 
they had spotted, well hidden, again, between bunks. They 
entered. There was a long concrete tunnel ahead of them, 


with rooms branching off to the sides. Kyle opened fire at 
the reptile and humanoid persons in the tunnel. Other 
Golden Fleece unit members entered from the rest of the 
buildings in the compound. They all began opening fire, 
from different angles so as to not hit each other, as they’d 
been trained. Their targets stood no chance. Some ducked 
into the rooms branching off of the hallway, but were 
chased and gunned down. There were no survivors. 

Eventually, things quieted down somewhat, and The 
Golden Fleece began to sweep the rooms. They saw a lot of 
what appeared to be scientific equipment. In one room, 
Kyle came across what at first glance seemed to be tall 
barrels with a shroud. In spite of Joey objecting, he 
removed the shroud. To his shock, they were not barrels at 
all. They were plexiglass tubes, the bottom twenty inches 
of which were metal with a screen. On the screen was 
writing, in a language and script that The Golden Fleece 
members had never seen. 

In the tubes were humans. All children under the age 
of five, and all of them were visibly unconscious. 

Sandra began to think of shooting off the tops of bar- 
rels. However Kyle, hearing her thoughts, ordered her not 
to. The children were in stasis, he surmised, and destroy- 
ing that which was keeping them in stasis would likely kill 
them. 

As the brief had instructed, Kyle looked down at his 
wrist mounted computer to call back into base. Emmer- 
mann’s face then appeared on screen. 

“Mission successful, Sobek?” Emmermann asked. 

“Mission successful, Sir. We’ve found something, how- 


ever.” 
“Children in stasis pods?” 

Kyle was taken aback. “Yes, sir. How should we pro- 
ceed?” 

“Don’t. Wait for extraction. Don’t touch any equipment 
either.” 

“Yes, Sir. We will wait. All unit members are accounted 
for.” 

“Very well then. Signing off. And Sobek?” Emmermann 
said. 

“Yes, Sir?” 

“You’ve done good work today. Sieg Heil.” 

Kyle smiled very slightly at the praise. The first he’d 

received since he’d arrived at the IBIS base. 

“Thank you, Sir. Sieg Heil.” 

“Over and out,” Emmermann said. 

“Over and out,” Kyle replied, switching off the wrist 
computer. 

The crew returned to above ground level, and soon 
enough, a craft, identical to the one which had brought 
them to Brazil, arrived and returned them to the IBIS base, 
all with a new outlook. They still knew so little, yet now 
they felt different. They’d had a glimpse at what they now 
believed was their destinies. 

Upon their arrival, however, their “being in the dark” 
finally changed, or at least lessened. The Golden Fleece, 
and all the other IBIS assets, were summoned again to the 
makeshift classroom. Due to a language barrier, and in the 
interests of expediency, this will be a paraphrasing of that 
which followed. 


First, the members of The Golden Fleece were called to 
the front and were commended by Emmermann. Then he 
briefed them all. He seemed to rather lose his sense of for- 
mality, and spoke to them in a colloquial fashion, “code- 
switching” between German and English. 

It was during this briefing that the assets first heard the 
name of Project IBIS, and, finally, its goals. They had all 
been educated heavily on the ideology of Nazism, and the 
beginning of the war. However, it was here that they 
learned the outcome. They also first learned that the year 
was 1973. Kyle was stunned at this revelation, having 
come from 1944. 

The goals of the program were then laid out. The ideol- 
ogy was based on human, and particularly Aryan, 
supremacism. Emmermann explained how (in the Nazi 
view) Germany and all of Terra had fallen to “Semitic/ 
Alien” influence. This influence, Emmermann. said, 
emanated from The Orion Syndicate. A terrorist organiza- 
tion headed by Draconian Reptile aliens. (What 
“Draconian Reptile aliens” meant was not explained at the 
time.) The goals of IBIS, Emmermann specified, was to 
obliterate this “Semitic/Alien” influence, by conquest, 
starting with The Orion Syndicate. 

The conquest was to be done, in the ultimate irony, by 
former extraterrestrials. The reincarnations of the “gods” 
of old. They were to be crafted into the ultimate weapons 
of mass destruction, and one day, Enmmermann promised, 
resurrect “The Age of Glory,” as he had chosen to refer to 
this mythical past. 

He ended the meeting with the customary “Sieg Heil 


\? 


The IBIS assets, their indoctrination firmly set in by now, 
responded in kind. 


*“Author’s note. I hope the reader will be intrigued and 
spurred on in their reading of the book by this glimpse of real 
action, and furthering, finally, of the narrative of Kyle’s life. I 
feel the need, again, to denounce the Nazism present. I am 
relaying historical events, and I don’t believe in filters, even 
when they are of abhorrent ideologies.** 


Chapter 6 


I would like next to draw the reader’s attention to a 
series of events that occurred in Vietnam, in what I believe 
was the winter of 1973-1974. But first, I will describe the 
routine that the IBIS assets eventually settled into. 

Kyle by then, along with the remainder of The Golden 
Fleece, had grown accustomed to the missions that they 
were expected to do. Due to limited memory, I can’t elab- 
orate on much. These missions were mostly of a nature 
that involved either assassination or combat. Most were in 
far-flung corners of Earth. 

This became the routine of each day. They’d be woken 
up, having usually spent the nights in their child bodies. 
They only spent the nights in their adult bodies when they 
were ordered to do so with their pairs, in order to “rein- 
force the bond,” or when an operation took multiple days. 
After being woken up, they were served a meal. Each unit 
had its own table. No interaction of any kind with other 
assets was at any point ever allowed. 

After their morning meal, they would be placed in an 
avatar, either adult human or their “god” avatars, then 
called into the makeshift classroom. There would be 
another indoctrination session, given always by either 
Kramer or Emmermann, then the units would be called, 


each in their turn, into Emmermann’s office, given their 
mission brief for the day, then be given their nanites just 
before being sent out into the field. The armor they wore 
in their adult human avatar forms used an ingenious sys- 
tem of recycling nutrients in the body that made eating 
and relieving oneself unnecessary for several days. In their 
“god” avatars, the assets were given food to take on the 
missions, since these avatars wore no armor. 

Upon their return to base, the assets were given another 
briefing, explaining a bit of what they’d accomplished, 
with congratulations from Emmermann in their role in 
eradicating the “Semitic/alien” threat. They were then 
served an evening meal, usually meat, then returned to 
their child bodies, and put back in their crib cages for the 
night. The next day was always a repeat of all that I have 
described in the above. All this every day, for years. Now, 
back to Vietnam. 

Kyle and Joey were called to Emmermann’s office, in 
their child bodies this time, which was unusual, and just 
the two of them, also unusual. Here, they were briefed as 
to their mission. 

Emmermann explained that he was isolating Kyle and 
Joey in order to test how two assets would operate in a 
pair. Since Kyle and Joey’s skills seemed the most compli- 
mentary, he had chosen them as the subjects for use in 
this particular experiment. 

I believe I should give a short history lesson on the ET 
aspect of the Vietnam War, and its relationship to Project 
IBIS. Vietnam was an ET war. Aldebaran, and by extension, 
Project IBIS, adopted a pro-Northern stance, and backed 


Ho Chi Minh’s efforts in creating the Socialist Republic of 
Vietnam in the north, in opposition to the Draco-backed 
government of The Republic of South Vietnam. 

Emmermann explained that alien spies had been found 
infiltrating the territory of North Vietnam, and needed to 
be hunted and brought to a location. The specifics of the 
location, Emmermann did not disclose at the time. Nor 
did he disclose the methods of capture that Kyle and Joey 
should use, nor what they were to do at the location after 
bringing the persons they had captured to it. 

Soon enough, now in their adult bodies, Kyle and Joey 
were escorted to the surface and onto a triangular trans- 
port ship, as was the usual procedure. The ship jumped, 
again as usual, and landed. Kyle and Joey found them- 
selves, for the first time, in what appeared to be a fully 
functioning airport, albeit a small one, and the ship had 
landed in a rather well concealed part of it, away from 
public view. However, several commercial aircraft could 
clearly be seen flying overhead. 

A young Vietnamese man approached Kyle and Joey, 
with an eager smile. He carried a rifle quite unfamiliar to 
either of the two IBIS assets. 

He caught them staring at it. “AKM rifle from Russia. 
Best gun in the world,” the young soldier said to Kyle and 
Joey, in unbroken English. 

“Pardon me, Sir. But do you know who and what we 
are?” Kyle asked in confusion. How would someone of 
such an obviously low rank know about assets in a project 
of such secrecy? And if he did not know, why did he not 
ask questions? Kyle did not understand people who never 


seemed to question their orders. 

The young soldier simply grinned, not answering Kyle’s 
query. 

Kyle and Joey were led then to a nearby helicopter. A 
captured Huey, it looked like. Kyle and Joey boarded, and 
the young Vietnamese soldier who had greeted them took 
the pilot’s seat. The co-pilot seat was already occupied. 

The helicopter lifted. It flew over the airport, some jun- 
gle, and then a city. 

The pilot turned around and looked at Kyle and Joey, 
grinning. “Please look upon my humble hometown!” 

At the height the helicopter was flying at, Kyle couldn’t 
make out much. However, he could see that the city below 
was quite beautiful, and bustled with life. It surrounded a 
large lake. It was Hanoi. Kyle could also just make out 
certain buildings that had been bombed which were being 
repaired, as well as roads blocked by checkpoints. The 
obvious war scene reminded him of Konigshutte, and of 
the drive out of it- the last time he had seen his home. 
Another pang of homesickness swept over him. 

What had become of The Fatherland in the intervening 
decades? Kyle wondered. If Emmermann’s propaganda 
was to be believed, it must be borderline uninhabitable, 
now that the “National Socialists” were no longer in 
power, and it was under American and “Semitic/ 
Alien” control. 

As the helicopter flew on, the scenery gradually changed 
from city to jungle, dotted with occasional villages. It was 
near one of these that the helicopter landed, in a clearing 
obviously too small for the usual triangle craft, likely the 


reason that the final leg of the journey had taken place in 
the helicopter. 

Upon landing, Kyle and Joey consulted their wrist com- 
puters, as was their usual procedure. It laid out the 
mission brief. 

Kyle turned to the Vietnamese soldier who had flown 
them in. “We’re here to find non-human combatants. We 
have reason to suspect that this village is harboring 
them.” To Kyle’s surprise, the young soldier simply nod- 
ded, in apparent understanding. Then he, Kyle, and Joey 
alighted from the helicopter. The co-pilot never so much 
as glanced at any of them. 

The trio walked the short distance to the village. Not 
one soul could be seen on the streets. 

“Looks like it’s abandoned,” Joey remarked. “Yet there’s 
a community garden. It’s kept up.” 

“They hid when they heard the helicopter,” the Viet- 
namese soldier stated in reply. “We go to the biggest 
house.” 

The trio walked up to what seemed to be the largest 
house, a two-story bamboo house with a thatched roof. 
The three men walked in formation so as to have all sides 
covered in case of an ambush. Upon reaching the house, 
Kyle reached up to knock. The Vietnamese soldier 
bypassed him, walking up and simply kicking in the door. 

A family was huddled inside. A man, two women, and 
five children. All the children were under the age of seven. 
The Vietnamese soldier began shouting orders at the 
group. Kyle could not understand. However, the children 
scurried into a corner, and the adults stayed huddled, in 


visible terror. 

The Vietnamese soldier turned to Kyle. “What am I to 
say, to assist your mission?” 

“Tell them we know they’ve been assisting the South 
and that their village is harboring non-human combat- 
ants.” 

The young soldier turned to the group of terrified 
adults and pointed his AKM rifle at them, speaking in 
Vietnamese, ordering, Kyle guessed, for them to give up 
the location. The man and two women stayed strong and 
shook their heads, and the soldier continued demanding. 

“Fuck this,” Joey muttered. Before Kyle could object, 
Joey had turned his gun on the group of children. 

“Okay. Enough of this shit. Tell whichever of these 
women is the mother that if she doesn’t own up, I’m going 
to paint these walls with her little babies brains!” Joey 
barked. 

To relay this message proved unnecessary. One of the 
women had already stood to her feet and began speaking 
to the soldier. After a moment, he turned to Kyle and Joey. 

“She says the non-humans are in a hut just north of 
here. They’re unarmed she says. She just begs us to not 
harm her children.” 

“IT don’t buy it, but we'll go along,” Joey said. “But we’re 
taking one of these little ones along for insurance.” He 
started to bend down to pick one up. The woman began to 
scream hysterically and fall to the straw floor. 

“No! Leave the child alone!” Kyle ordered. “Stand down 
Khonsu! Do you honestly think this woman would lie, with 
the lives of her children threatened? You’ve done quite 


enough today!” 

The trio of Kyle, Joey, and the young soldier left the 
house, and began walking in the direction they’d been 
directed. 

“Khonsu,” Kyle said to Joey once they were out of sight 
of the house, “will you come here please?” 

Joey did so. Without warning, Kyle punched Joey in the 
mouth. 

“Tam your unit leader! You circumvented my authority! 
I might overlook that. But what I will not overlook, is that 
you threatened a life of a child! We are The Golden Fleece! 
That is not how we operate!” Kyle yelled in rage. 

After recovering from being punched in the mouth, Joey 
spoke. “It worked, didn’t it? Got the intel.” 

“Tt worked, didn’t it?’ That’s all you have to say! Gods. 
You sound like a fucking Semite. You disgust me Khonsu. 
Keep your mouth shut until I tell you otherwise. Now 
that’s an order!” Kyle barked. 

Soon enough, the trio approached the hut they’d been 
directed to. It was like those in the village they’d just left; 
bamboo and with a thatched roof. As before, the Viet- 
namese soldier kicked in the door. 

Inside, the trio of men were met with at first a terrible 
stench. Then the sight of several aliens. These aliens, 
seven in total, all fit the definition of what are known as 
“Tall Grays.” They were perhaps seven feet tall, and shiny, 
with gray skin and solid black eyes on their noseless faces. 

Four of the aliens had weapons in easy reach and began 
to grab them. Kyle, Joey, and the Vietnamese soldier 
opened fire and dropped the four Grays. A fifth one impro- 


vised, grabbing a chair and raising it with a shriek. It was 
gunned down as well. 

Kyle turned to the remaining two aliens and gave them 
a telepathic message; “Put your hands up, calm the fuck 
down, and no one else needs to die.” The aliens obeyed 
this command. 

“They’re malleable,” Kyle realized. “They obey whoever 
is the strongest in the room. We can use that.” 

The two Grays, now prisoners, were led out of the hut at 
gunpoint. The trio of soldiers with their prisoners 
marched through the village, intending to make a display. 
However, none of the residents emerged from their homes, 
and the group reached their transport unmolested. 

Upon reaching the helicopter, and loading in their pris- 
oners, the Vietnamese soldier and the co-pilot broke into 
an argument, Kyle guessed over the stench of the new pas- 
sengers. It ended with the pilot barking an order. The co- 
pilot shut up, and then the flight began. Since the heli- 
copter only accommodated two passengers, the two Grays 
were forced to lay on the floor. 

This flight was longer than the first. It took them over 
seemingly endless jungles to their destination. As they 
approached, they were informed by the pilot that they 
were rapidly approaching the Chinese border, and there- 
fore had to fly low. 

Eventually, they reached their destination. It was a 
clearing in a valley, and surrounded by nothing visible for 
tens of miles. There was nothing in that clearing except 
two bamboo huts, much like the ones in the village they 
had just left. Between them was a helipad. That was all, at 


least on the surface. 
“This is it? This is where we’ve been sent?” Kyle won- 
dered aloud. 

Almost immediately, two Vietnamese men, both in 
black power armor similar to that which Kyle and Joey 
were wearing, emerged from one of the huts. They opened 
one of the back doors to the helicopter, and pulled out the 
two Grays. The Grays offered no resistance as they were 
dragged out, laid on the ground, and tightly hogtied with 
strips of leather. Then, each soldier slung a tied alien over 
his shoulder like a rug, and marched back to the hut. They 
never paid Kyle or Joey the least attention. 

As the armor-clad men walked away, Kyle and Joey 
were alerted by a knock on the helicopter opposite that 
which the aliens had been unloaded from. 

Kyle looked over to see a young woman in a green uni- 
form with a black skirt was the one knocking. He noticed 
that she was very pretty and blonde. He opened the heli- 
copter door to her. She motioned for Kyle and Joey to exit. 

“Welcome, gentlemen, to the Ho Chi Minh Center for 
the Internment of Invasive Biologicals. I am Officer Mar- 
garethe Hoeppner. Most people here call me by my call 
sign of Skylark, or Feldlerche, in German, if you prefer. I 
am your new hostess.” she said, with a noticeable Vien- 
nese accent. 

“T think I like the looks of this place already,” Kyle 
remarked, not even trying to hide the way he was survey- 
ing the young woman’s every inch. 

Skylark grinned very slightly, but her businesslike 
nature remained totally unbroken. “I will show you the 


facility now, gents. Then show you to your quarters.” she 
said tersely. 

She turned to walk towards the hut opposite the one 
that the two soldiers had dragged the two aliens into. Kyle 
and Joey followed closely behind. 

They were met with a rather remarkable sight upon 
entering the hut. The bamboo and thatched roof was sim- 
ply a facade. The walls inside were concrete. The room 
was taken up mostly by what appeared to be a massive 
industrial cage elevator. Above the door to enter it was a 
red metal plate, with the words “employees and visitors 
entrance ONLY” printed on it in black script, in English, 
German, Vietnamese, and then finally French. The eleva- 
tor was guarded by a man, who appeared to be an alien. He 
was 14 feet tall, humanoid shaped, yet feline, and had 
blue and black fur in a tiger pattern. 

Kyle asked the guard a question telepathically. “They 
allow non-humans to guard a facility made to imprison 
them?” was Kyle’s query. He had guessed that this was 
what was meant by the “Invasive Biologicals” portion of 
the name for this facility. 

“I am human. My name is David. But adapted through 
genetics. If you feel you simply must know,” the guard 
replied into Kyle’s mind. It was clear he’d received the 
question before, and had come to find it offensive. 

Officer Hoeppner stood next to the gate to the elevator 
and used the retinal scanner that was there. The gate 
opened, and she entered. The gate closed instantly behind 
her. 

“Please use the retinal scanner, Gentlemen,” she said. 


Kyle did so. To his surprise, it seemed he was already in 
the registry. The data for this to be necessary must have 
been sent to the system at this facility from the IBIS base. 
It was his first awareness of any kind of “network.” 

The elevator then began to descend. It went down quite 
a long distance, in a mostly rock shaft. They were 
descending to the inside of the Earth. Eventually, it 
reached the bottom of the shaft. 

Upon exiting the elevator, Kyle and Joey were met with a 
truly remarkable sight. They were on a balcony. Ring 
shaped, around the inside of a structure. A tremendous 
panopticon. The other side of this level, straight across, 
must be over a mile across, Kyle realized. He looked down. 
There were numerous levels of equal size, reaching down 
even further into the bowels of the Earth. In the center 
was a tower, with a single circular glass room on the top of 
it, which was level with the ring that Kyle, Joey, and Sky- 
lark stood on, though there was clearly no access to this 
room from anywhere except by ascending the tower it was 
placed on. 

“37 levels,” Skylark said. “This top level is the adminis- 
trative ring. The one directly below us is housing for 
administrators and guards. The remaining 35 levels are a 
prison for, as you have likely guessed, non-humans ille- 
gally on this planet. This facility is in the panopticon style 
to make escapes near impossible, since ascending or 
descending the levels is impossible to do without being 
seen.” 

Skylark then proceeded to lead Kyle and Joey a short 
distance around the ring to an office with the words “visi- 


tors registration” above the door, in the same four lan- 
guages that had been at the entrance above ground. 
Inside, it looked very conventional. Just a large all-white 
waiting room, with a reception desk manned by a young 
Vietnamese woman. The normality of the space was quite 
incongruous with the steely futurism of the facility it was 
placed in, Kyle thought. 

The receptionist stood and handed Kyle and Joey each a 
clipboard with a single piece of paper on it. 

“Sign the dotted line, and then Officer Hoeppner can see 
you on your way,” the receptionist instructed tersely. 

No sooner had they done so than an alarm sounded, 
very similar to a civil defense alarm. It sounded in three 
bursts. Kyle turned to see a gate lower itself from the ceil- 
ing blocking the door. 

Skylark sighed. “That’s a containment breach. Probably 
a drill, but I must report to my station. Sarah here will 
take care of you gentlemen until I return,” she said. The 
receptionist, obviously the Sarah she had referred to, sim- 
ply nodded. 

“Hurry back. I should like to see more of you.” Kyle said 
flirtatiously. 

Sarah pressed a button on her desk, and the gate that 
had lowered to block the door lifted for long enough for 
Skylark to exit the room, clearly perturbed at the inconve- 
nience. 

“Fuck me,” Kyle heard her mutter as she began to hur- 
riedly walk away from the other side of the gate. 

“Gladly,” he thought to himself. “Only hope that I get 
the chance to do so.” 


Kyle and Joey took seats on the floor of the waiting 
room, since their power armor was too large for the seats 
provided. Neither spoke. Joey was still following Kyle’s 
order to remain silent. 

Eventually, Kyle became aware of music coming through 
the speaker system. The first music he had heard since 
leaving Konigshutte. It was singing in what he recognized 
as various Chinese languages. He stood up. 

“Excuse me,” he said, addressing Sarah the receptionist, 
“where are we hearing this music from?” 

“Hong Kong radio.” she replied. “One of our technicians 
boosted our connection so we could listen. They have all 
of the good music. I suppose you hadn’t heard.” 

“No,” Kyle replied. “I’ve been decidedly quite isolated 
for the past couple of years.” 

He retook his seat on the floor and listened to the 
angelic young voice as it wafted through the speaker sys- 
tem, singing the following: 


Ni wen wo ai ni you duo shen. 
Wo ai ni you ji fen. 

WoO de qing yé zhén. 

Wo de ai yé zhén. 

Yue liang dai biao wo de xin. 
Ni wen wo ai ni you duo shen. 
Wo ai ni you ji fen. 

Wo de ging bu yi. 

Wo de ai bu bian. 

Yue liang dai biao wo de xin. 
Qing qing de yi gé wen yi jing da dong wo de xin 


Shen shen de yi duan qing. 
Jiao wo si nian dao ru jin. 

Ni wen wo ai ni you duo shen. 
Wo ai ni you ji fen. 

Ni qu xiang yi xiang. 

Ni qu kan yi kan yi kan. 

Yue liang dai biao wo de xin. 
Qing ging de yi gé wen yi jing da dong wo de xin 
Shen shen de yi duan qing. 
Jiao wo si nian dao ru jin. 

Ni wen wo ai ni you duo shen. 
Wo ai ni you ji fen. 

Ni qu xiang yi xiang. 

Ni qu kan yi kan. 

Yue liang dai biao wo de xin. 
Ni qu xiang yi xiang yi xiang. 
Ni qu kan yi kan. 

Yue liang dai biao wo de xin. 


Listening to the words, Kyle felt a calmness wash over 
his body. This would certainly not prove to be his last 
foray into the musical field. Soon enough, the lockdown 
lifted and the gate that had lowered over the door 
retracted into the ceiling. A few moments later, Officer 
Hoeppner re-entered the room. “Merely a drill, as I sus- 
pected.” she said, still visibly annoyed by it. 

Kyle and Joey got to their feet and followed her out of 
the room. She led them a good distance around the upper 
level of the panopticon to yet another elevator. They went 
down one level this time. Then they walked another long 


distance around the ring to a section of rooms labeled 
“visitors quarters.” Skylark let Joey into his room first, 
then Kyle into his. Seeing an opportunity, he invited her 
into the room with him, under the pretense of “showing 
him what was what.” 

Skylark obviously guessed his intention, as she wheeled 
to face him once the door was shut. “This isn’t really how 
these things are done,” she said. 

Kyle drew her in and kissed her passionately on the 
neck. “And why not?” he asked afterward as he began 
undressing from his armor. 

A back and forth followed, and then an interlude which 
both Kyle and Skylark found quite pleasurable came after 
it, which I will allow the reader to fill in using their own 
imaginations. 

After both parties were satisfied, and Skylark had 
dressed and left the room, visibly slightly embarrassed, 
Kyle then thought of Elsa. He wondered if she’d be jealous. 
A naive thought, but then the reader must recall that Kyle 
was still totally inexperienced with life, and this was his 
first sexual experience with a woman of his own choosing, 
and certainly his first that had not been spurred on by a 
combination of drugs and nanotechnology. 

He soon explored the room. It proved to be quite 
depressing. It resembled a rather small windowless hotel 
room. Its walls were avocado green, and its carpet a 
bizarre shade of mauve. It had a very small en-suite bath- 
room, so small that one could not take a shower without 
then also drenching the toilet. 

As he was exploring the room, he heard beeping. He 


soon realized it was coming from the intercom next to his 
door. He pressed the only button on it. “Yes?” he asked. 

“You have a call coming in,” a young man’s voice said. 
“Please exit your room.” 

“T have a device for those things,” Kyle replied. 

“You're referring to your wrist computer. The signal will 
not reach this far underground. Please exit your room.” 

Kyle redressed in his armor, the only clothes he had. He 
exited to find a young American man waiting outside his 
room, visibly quite annoyed at the wait. Joey was also 
waiting there. The young American marched them back to 
the elevator they had arrived at the level in, and then once 
back on the administrative level, to a large empty confer- 
ence room with a lone computer monitor placed on the 
desk. Emmermann was visible on the monitor, obviously 
the person who was contacting Kyle and Joey. The Ameri- 
can merely gestured towards the monitor, then turned 
around and wordlessly left. Kyle sat, ordering Joey to 
remain to the side until he was called for. He was still 
punishing Joey for the incident in the village that day. 

“Hello, Sir. I hope things are well.” Kyle said. 
“Thank you, Sobek. I trust your mission was a success?” 

“Yes Sir. Apart from some insubordination on behalf of 
Khonsu, our mission was a success. We’ve been settling in. 
What are our instructions?” 

“They keep tight hours in that facility. Rest until they 
fetch you. I want those individuals you picked up to be 
interrogated. Find out the location of the cell they repre- 
sent. The rest is need to know, and you and Khonsu don’t.” 

“Will do, Sir. Now; about Khonsu-” 


“Your report can wait until you have returned, Sobek,” 
Emmermann interrupted. “This operation takes prece- 
dence. Over and out. Sieg Heil, Sobek.” 

“Yes Sir. Sieg Heil.” Kyle said. 

Kyle and Joey were brought back to their rooms, with 
seemingly no more information than when they’d been 
called out. Kyle had begun to notice that Emmermann did 
things of this nature, simply to remind his assets that he 
controlled them. 

Exhausted by the day, Kyle nearly fell into his bed after 
undressing, and slept more soundly than he perhaps ever 
had done in his life. It was his first night spent neither in 
the war zone where he was born, nor in his crib/cage at 
the IBIS base. 

He was awoken from his slumber by an insufferable 
buzzing and wailing sound from the intercom. He pressed 
the button, and was met with a recording saying to “get 
dressed and exit your quarters,” in the same languages 
that seemed to be standard in this facility. He followed the 
instructions dutifully. 

He exited his room to find Skylark standing outside, 
along with Joey. Skylark winked at Kyle, a gesture he did 
not quite understand, then proceeded to lead him and 
Joey around the level of the panopticon. To his surprise, 
they did not stop at the usual elevator, but continued 
around to a cage elevator. 

“Gentlemen, please turn your attentions outward. We 
are descending, and you are being given a high speed 
tour,” Skylark instructed. 

The elevator began to descend, and Skylark began to 


narrate. “This is the Ho Chi Minh Center for the intern- 
ment of Invasive Biologicals. Terra’s largest holding 
facility for extraterrestrial prisoners, capable of holding 
up to one million inmates. Founded in 1945, during the 
Japanese occupation of Vietnam. You may notice a few 
things as we descend. First, you will notice that our ceil- 
ings vary in height. This is to accommodate even the 
largest of prisoners, with minimal comfort. Our largest 
prisoner currently is ten meters tall. You will also see that 
levels 11 and 12 are entirely made up of tanks. These are 
to accommodate our aquatic prisoners. Our cells are all 
sealed with electromagnetic fields to prevent telepathic 
waves from escaping. We take a low tech approach to 
security otherwise, since computers can be psionically 
hacked. Now, we have arrived.” 

The trio exited the elevator on the bottom level. Kyle 
looked up now in amazement at the 37 levels above. The 
scale of the place made it seem almost impossible that it 
could have been built by Terran humans, or anything like 
them. Or had they built it at all? He felt a chill then, at the 
idea that aliens would build a prison for their own kind. 
He had no concept yet of alien politics being as compli- 
cated as ours. He still had the monolithic impression of 
non-humans he had been fed. 

Skylark led Kyle and Joey to a room. All the rooms on 
this level had steel doors and no windows. “These rooms 
are for interrogations,” Skylark explained. “Your prisoners 
are located in this room.” She stopped in front of the room 
that was labeled as IS-AC3, used the retinal scanner, and 
the huge steel door swung open, revealing a cavernous 


room that was nearly pitch black. 

“T will stand guard out here. You gentlemen may enter 
and interrogate your subjects,” she said. 

They entered. Their eyes, no doubt assisted by their 
nanites, adjusted to the extreme darkness. The room was 
vast. On either side, the two Grays that Kyle and Joey had 
arrested were hanging from the ceiling by their wrists. 
Along one wall was a metal shelf that, on examination, 
was home to a number of torture implements. Small saws, 
spiked whips, and several electronic devices, the exact 
uses of which were not clear. In the corner was a box with 
a red dial that had two wires with oversized alligator 
clamps on the end. An electroshock torture device, Kyle 
realized. 

“Okay fellows,” Joey said, addressing one of the Grays. 
“This can be either easy or difficult. Where is the location 
of the cell you represent?” 

Kyle went into the head of the Gray standing nearest 
him. He found no answer. 

Joey shook his head and produced his small retractable 
plasma knife, and without warning, cut the Gray. It 
shrieked. Kyle caught a glimpse of thought this time, but 
to his bewilderment, the thought simply left the head of 
the Gray. Then he had an inspiration. 

“Khonsu, repeat that on the other subject.” Kyle 
instructed. 

Joey did so. As Kyle had suspected, the same process 
repeated- no thought at all on the initial question, then 
when the torture was done, a flash of thought which was 
then purged. 


“These specimens share a hivemind of sorts,” Kyle 
stated. “We must isolate them. Skylark said specifically 
that the rooms here are made to block telepathic commu- 
nication.” 

Kyle went and opened the door of the interrogation 
chamber. “We need one of these fuckers removed,” he 
requested to Skylark. “Please have that done.” 

Skylark rolled up her sleeve, revealing a digital wrist- 
watch. She simply pressed a button on the side of it, and 
within moments, two soldiers had come down on one of 
the elevators. One was very tall, muscular, and blonde, 
obviously Germanic. The other was a small and wiry Viet- 
namese man. Kyle couldn’t help chuckling very slightly at 
the size difference. 

He instructed the two guards to remove one of the 
aliens. They did so without ever speaking a word, and Kyle 
never saw them again. 

Now, the process of interrogation was carried out on the 
remaining Gray. It once again tried to purge its mind by 
transferring to its compatriot, but to no avail. The seal on 
the room contained its thoughts quite effectively. 

At this, the Gray attempted to override its thoughts with 
other new thoughts. But Kyle had caught on already. This 
creature was not built to preserve itself. It was built to 
preserve a hivemind of information, at the cost of itself. A 
flood of revealing images and words ran through its mind, 
telling Kyle and Joey everything. 

“Ten clicks west of Tan Hoa village, in Quang Binh Prov- 
ince. That’s where the cell is operating from.” Kyle said. 
“It’s another fucking Syndicate cell.” 


Kyle insisted on probing deeper, milking every detail of 
the location so it could be found by satellite imagery. It 
took a while, and the Gray was left covered in cauterized 
cuts from Joey’s plasma blade, which he applied at even 
the slightest sign of resistance on behalf of the prisoner. 
Kyle and Joey left the interrogation chamber well satisfied. 

Upon exiting, Skylark lead the two men back up to the 
administrative level and into yet another room that she 
called the map room. A Vietnamese man, obviously a gen- 
eral, greeted them. He never stated his name. Kyle 
supposed this was another example of “needing to know.” 

In the center of the room, the only object present was a 
huge table. Its top looked to be a single large white light. 
Skylark reached under the table. Kyle heard the “click” of a 
button, and to his surprise, a holographic map appeared 
across the tabletop. 

“On the side of the table is an interface. Shaped like a 
handprint. Sobek, lay your hand on it,” the Vietnamese 
general instructed. “Then, envision in your head the loca- 
tion, while also thinking of the names and directions to it 
given to you.” 

It took Kyle several minutes to get the hang of layering 
all these thoughts. But when he did, a holographic image 
appeared on the top of the table. A 3D satellite image of 
the exact spot, nestled in a tight valley of thick jungle. He 
supposed there must be an entrance to the underground 
there, and this was the home of the Syndicate cell being 
sought after. In one corner of the hologram were a set of 
coordinates. 

“Splendid. You have done well, Sobek and Khonsu. 


Emmermann will be pleased indeed at this outcome,” the 
general said, producing from somewhere a clipboard, onto 
which he was writing down the coordinates. 

“So,” Kyle realized, “this experiment has been planned 
by multiple people wanting an outcome.” 

Aloud he contended; “Sir, may I ask what now? What is 
to become of this cell, based on the information we have?” 

“You may ask all you wish, Sobek. But you’ll receive no 
answer. The exercise was a success. You and your under- 
ling will be returned to your quarters while I inform 
Emmermann, as well as a few other things. Then you will 
be returned to Canada,” was his curt reply. 

Skylark escorted Kyle and Joey back to their rooms. “Do 
you think I’ll ever see you again?” she asked Kyle as she 
opened his door. 

Kyle sensed an opportunity. He grabbed Skylark’s collar 
and pulled her into the room. Firmly, but not forcefully. 

“Who knows? Let’s make our goodbye worthwhile,” he 
said. And so they certainly did. 

As it happened, he never did see Skylark again. She left 
right after the interlude, and when Kyle and Joey were 
escorted off base, it was by a middle aged Vietnamese man 
they had never seen. They went by helicopter back to 
where they had arrived, the landing pad at Hanoi airport, 
then by their usual triangle ship on the return to the IBIS 
base in Canada. Their mission was deemed a success by 
Emmermann, but what became of the intel they had gath- 
ered, we are unlikely to ever know. 


*“Author’s note. I hope the reader has found this chapter 
interesting, and not too disturbing based on the rather brutal 
content within. I do apologize for the lack of detail in some 
aspects. The song recounted, “Yue lidng ddi bido wo de xin” 
is a Classic that I highly recommend the reader listen to. I 
tried my best to describe a panopticon. Not easy to do with 
words, so I suggest the reader look it up on the images sec- 
tion of their preferred search engine.** 


Chapter 7 


The next mission of note, which I can remember, hap- 
pened on a fateful day in late 1974. This was the first 
operation that The Golden Fleece ever carried out while in 
alien avatar form. 

It began as usual, with all the unit members called into 
Emmermann’s office, in adult human avatar form. As 
usual, he stood behind the desk and spoke, in his com- 
manding way. 

“My good assets,” he said, “you have a new set of chal- 
lenges. Your “god” avatars have been neglected, save for 
virtual reality scenarios. That changes today. But the real 
concern is that one of our own is in need of you.” 

The Golden Fleece exchanged meaningful glances. 

“It’s Commander Aquino,” Emmermann continued, “or 
rather, his daughter. He perhaps has not always been as 
discreet in his affairs with the fairer sex as he might have 
been.” 

Sandra Lau chuckled, almost imperceptibly, at Emmer- 
mann’s use of the term “fairer sex.” Kyle shot her a 
disapproving look, and then returned his attention to the 
commanding officer, who was still briefing The Golden 
Fleece. 

“One of his indiscretions with a Japanese woman had led 


to a child. The woman was named Hibari Sato. Her child 
with Commander Aquino is Emiko Sato. They were living 
in one of our colonies in the Lacertian Systems. However, 
as of last week, that colony is under occupation, and now, 
the older Ms. Sato is dead. The daughter, Emiko, was in 
the wind, until our sources have revealed something. She 
has been sold into slavery. Your unit is to retrieve her from 
the slave market where she is being kept.” 

“Pardon me for asking the obvious, Sir,” Kyle began, 
“but what’s stopping the commander from simply going to 
said market and purchasing his daughter? Why the dra- 
matic rescue?” 

“Because, Sobek. The man has a reputation to uphold. 
If he were seen simply at a slave market, people would ask 
many questions he could not answer. Most especially his 
wife, to whom this action would reveal his infidelity.” 
Emmermann replied. 

“So we’re performing a dramatic rescue because our 
dear commander couldn’t keep it in his uniform. I suppose 
I understand.” Sienna Sinclair quipped. 

“We will have no more of that talk, thank you Maat,” 
Emmermann said in obvious perturbation. “The man is 
your superior. You are to respect that. Now, as usual, you 
will find a file on the next room over with your mission 
brief within. You are dismissed. Sieg Heil.” 

As usual, again, The Golden Fleece filed into the confer- 
ence room style briefing area and picked up the files that 
had been laid out for them. 

“Well well well. Looks like it’s us being sold into fucking 
slavery too!” Elsa Tyler fairly spat out the words. 


This proved a largely correct assessment. The Golden 
Fleece was to be transported by stargate to Luna, appar- 
ently the location of the slave market in question. They 
would arrive in the civilian lunar colony known as New 
Syracuse, in their “god” avatar forms. They would have no 
documents on their person. The sight of a group of aliens 
wandering in this place with no papers would cause the 
Lunar police to be called, and The Golden Fleece would all 
be summarily arrested. 

After this, they were to refuse to cooperate. The Lunar 
police, notoriously corrupt, would almost certainly turn 
them over to the slave market. Once there, The Golden 
Fleece were to locate Emiko Sato and rescue her. With 
their nanite enhancements, they would easily, it was 
hoped, overpower the guards. They then simply had to 
escape with the young Miss Sato back to the location of 
the portal they had arrived through, and return to base 
with Miss Sato in tow. Mission complete. 

Kyle was disturbed to read that The Golden Fleece were 
most specifically not supposed to disturb this slave mar- 
ket’s business. It was to be left intact. Emiko Sato was the 
only exception. 

After the briefing, The Golden Fleece filed into the 
avatar lab. They underwent the usual procedure of body 
transference, this time to their “god”/alien avatar bodies, 
then walked to the warehouse room with the stargate and 
the makeshift classroom, as always. They were then 
greeted by the sight of Commander Aquino when they 
arrived at the stargate. 

Aquino, as usual, did not speak. He merely observed. 


Kyle took the liberty of telepathically entering Aquino’s 
mind. He caught, among the cold observation and entitled 
attitude as regards the assets, notes of genuine concern on 
Aquino’s part for his illegitimate daughter. It was strange 
for Kyle to detect such feelings in such a mind. Kyle still 
remembered quite well the abuses that Aquino had done 
to him and the other IBIS children, though it all by now 
had begun to feel like a fever dream of the very worst vari- 
ety. 

The Golden Fleece went through the stargate one at a 
time. Their points of arrival in New Syracuse were being 
staggered, in order to hide their status as a unit. Being 
unit leader, it was Kyle, as Sobek, who went first. 

He found himself in a blind alley. The portal had opened 
in the side of a brick wall. On the right of the alley were 
the backsides of several concrete commercial buildings. 
On the left were towering tenement houses, built from an 
odd mixture of concrete and brick. 

At first glance, it would have been impossible to tell that 
one wasn’t in a city on Earth. However, when Kyle looked 
up, he saw that rather than a proper sky of any sort, they 
were covered by a massive dome of gray rock. As Kyle 
stood, he also became aware of a certain lightness of his 
body. Lighter gravity, he realized. 

He began to walk, slowly becoming accustomed to the 
lighter gravity. As he passed the tenement house, he 
observed that it appeared to have higher ceilings than 
similar buildings he had glimpsed on Earth. He supposed 
that this had been done to accommodate persons taller 
than the Terran average, once again due to lighter gravity. 


Kyle went to the end of the long alley, following the 
urban sounds he was hearing. It sounded indistinguish- 
able from a Terran city. 

As he walked, he eventually turned to the left, trying to 
shortcut his way to the main street. As he did so, he 
passed directly next to the tenement house. He looked in 
the window. The poverty was shocking to see. The rooms 
were visibly tiny. Beds placed next to each other, with 
barely enough room to squeeze past. As far as he could 
see, there were no proper hallways. All the space inside 
this tenement house was living space, and yet, almost 
paradoxically, there was nowhere near enough space in 
which to live. And no visible ventilation, as all the win- 
dows were of the plate glass variety, and couldn’t be 
opened. He could see no electric lighting either. Just can- 
dles and oil lamps. It must have been unbearably hot, to 
say nothing of the fire hazard, Kyle thought. 

There were few residents in the building. Kyle supposed 
they must all be at work. The few still inside were all of 
Asiatic and African stock. Kyle rather lost himself staring 
inside the building. Eventually, one woman inside hap- 
pened to glance out the window. She and Kyle made eye 
contact. 

The woman simply stared for several seconds, then visi- 
bly began to scream. Only then did Kyle suddenly 
remember he was in his Sobek avatar, and rather frighten- 
ing to look at. 

After standing in place screaming for several seconds, 
the woman turned and bolted through several units to a 
small group of other residents. She began to make excla- 


mations that Kyle could not hear, and pointed out the 
window. Then, of course, Kyle was exposed to all the 
present residents on the ground floor of this tenement 
house. 

There was a mixture of responses from the residents, 
about seven in total. Some stood in place and screamed. 
Several bolted out, probably to fetch the authorities. Two 
more, both men, approached the window in apparent 
curiosity. 

Kyle’s first instinct was to telepathically approach the 
frightened residents and reassure them. However, his mis- 
sion, he knew, was to be caught and arrested. This was the 
response he sought. He decided it was best if he didn’t 
menace them, however, as that was liable to get him shot, 
which was not desirable. So, he simply turned from the 
tenement and walked casually to the main street that it 
faced. 

The sight of the main drag in New Syracuse proved no 
less depressing than the alleyways. Kyle could see only 
gray concrete and brick structures of more tenement 
houses, storefronts, and warehouses. Not a single spot of 
color. Indeed, not a single tree or plant was anywhere to 
be seen. 

Kyle had exited the alley and nearly walked directly into 
a small group of people. Their response was the same 
largely as the persons in the tenement house. Was there 
no awareness of aliens in this colony, Kyle wondered? It 
was certainly beginning to look that way. This was his first 
encounter with an off world colony, and he was already 
seeing that their world was more like ours than different. 


Had he shown up in any town on Earth in his Sobek body, 
the response would be identical. 

He continued to walk down the road, making sure to 
never menace anyone he ran across. It was only a few min- 
utes before he heard the unmistakable sound of 
jackbooted authorities at his back, no different from those 
who had tormented him as a child. 

“On the fuckin’ ground Lizzy!” a harsh male voice com- 
manded. 

Kyle put his hands, or rather claws, in the air and slowly 
lowered himself to his knees, then fully to the ground. He 
soon felt them being tied together at his back with thick 
leather straps by one of the thuggish Lunar police, while 
another pressed the barrel of a shotgun against the back 
of his neck. They were taking no chances of their prey 
escaping. 

They then lifted him to his feet. One officer attempted 
to put a bag over Kyle’s head, but could not make it fit due 
to the crocodilian shape of his cranium. Kyle did have to 
give them credit; these thugs of the law were quite fear- 
less in attempting to capture this alien man nearly twice 
their size. 

After tying his claws, the police officers, four in total, 
marched Kyle up the road a short ways to an enormous 
black van. It looked like the ones Kyle had glimpsed on 
Earth, but was much larger, obviously built to accommo- 
date the larger persons in this light gravity. 

The officers, with their captured prey, drove to yet 
another soulless concrete block building. This one, Kyle 
supposed, was the police station. As the van carrying Kyle 


pulled up, so did another. Kyle looked to see Sienna Sin- 
clair, of course in Nephthys avatar, also being unloaded. 
She saw him too, but in keeping with their mission brief, 
neither of them acknowledged the other at the time. 

“Two aliens? Ain’t this a fuckin’ field day!” one of the 
officers exclaimed upon the sight of the other van being 
unloaded, apparently not deciding to think beyond this. 
Kyle was amused at the complete lack of pattern recogni- 
tion. 

After unloading Kyle, two officers marshaled him 
through a metal side door of the concrete block. The other 
two went in another direction. 

Upon entering, they were greeted by the sight of a row 
of cells. By the door was a metal desk, where a police- 
woman was seated. 

“We got ourselves a Lizzy,” one of the officers escorting 
Kyle announced to the policewoman. “Another unit out- 
side caught themselves a Pasty.” 

“Tm not a Lizzy, I’m a Croc. Get your racial epithets 
straight,” Kyle said telepathically to the officer. He clearly 
did not hear, or pretended not to, as he did not respond 
whatsoever. 

“Lizzy in cell 44,” the policewoman said, without so 
much as looking up from her monitor. 

Kyle was marched then down the rows of cells. He was 
reminded of the Ho Chi Minh Center for the Internment of 
Invasive Biologicals, though this police station was obvi- 
ously far smaller and less sophisticated, and the 
inhabitants of the cells, from what Kyle could see, were all 
humans. As he was marched past, he noted a wide range of 


responses from the prisoners. Some simply stared blankly. 
Some screamed and then cowered in fear. A few even 
approached and reached through the bars to attempt to 
touch the crocodile man. Seeing these, the two policemen 
drew cattle prods and proceeded to threaten those reach- 
ing out. All retracted their hands. 

Kyle was placed, or rather, violently shoved, into the cell 
at the end of those occupied, though there were many 
more unoccupied stretching down the hall. Kyle noted the 
lock on the cell with considerable amusement. With how 
large and muscular this avatar was, even without the 
enhancements, he imagined he could quite easily kick the 
cell open, with how pathetic this lock appeared to be. 

Soon after, Sienna was placed in the cell opposite his. In 
the following hours, all members of The Golden Fleece 
were brought into the cells. Apparently, none of these 
police officers questioned the compliance of these aliens, 
all of whom could have killed them without any difficulty. 
Kyle was especially amused at them not asking questions 
about Elsa Tyler, as her avatar was so massive. 

The Golden Fleece then, as they seemed to always have 
to do at some point on every operation, waited. The 
humans occupying the cells near them simply stared, for 
the most part. Once or twice, Kyle attempted telepathic 
contact, but the humans seemed unable to hear. 

The waiting continued for so long that The Golden 
Fleece began to worry. Perhaps the Lunar Police were not 
as corrupt and/or stupid as they had been led to believe, 
and were following proper procedures. Or perhaps the 
arrival of seven aliens on a single day had roused their 


curiosity. Or their fear, since this colony seemed so unin- 
formed about such things. They began, among themselves 
telepathically, to discuss a contingency plan. However, 
they needn’t have. Eventually, one of the police 
approached. 

“To all you aliens,” he said, “we don’t know where any of 
you creatures came from. And frankly, we don’t give a shit. 
You all clearly have no idea of much either, or you’d have 
never found yourselves in this backwater shithole.” 

Kyle found himself rather agreeing with that last state- 
ment. 

The officer continued. “So. Since none of you has any 
identification, and you’ve clearly no idea why you’re here, 
the rest is none of our business. What is our business is 
that we’re underpaid and overworked, and you're all 
expensive. And what do underpaid and overworked people 
do when they find some expensive shit? They sell it, of 
course!” 

The officer paused, for dramatic effect. Kyle found him- 
self wishing he could intelligibly speak, so he could tell 
this so-called lawman to get on with the things he was 
saying. 

“So. Unless one of you can shit diamonds, and in high 
enough quantity to pay your way out, get used to the idea 
of breaking big rocks into little ones on a planet I can’t 
even pronounce the name of.” 

“No,” Kyle thought to himself, “I don’t imagine you 
could.” 

None of the members of The Golden Fleece so much as 
stirred. They were trying to give the impression that they 


couldn’t understand the things which were being said to 
them. 

Soon, the members of The Golden Fleece were taken 
from their cells, one at a time, in handcuffs or zip-ties, 
and marched a rather long distance. Instead of leaving as 
they’d come, they were marched through the massive 
police station. Eventually, they reached a door to the out- 
side, and found themselves in a sizable alleyway of sorts, 
with a row of black armored trucks, like those that had 
brought them. They were loaded into these, with one 
Golden Fleece member per vehicle. 

They arrived at what appeared at first glance to be the 
largest warehouse that could possibly exist. It was mostly 
empty, save for a few people who were setting up folding 
chairs in a large portion of the space, and a few more per- 
sons setting up an enormous stage against one wall. Yet, it 
was not quiet. On the contrary, a cacophony of voices and 
cries could be heard emanating from somewhere that was 
as yet unseen. 

The Golden Fleece were walked, single file, to behind 
the stage which was being set up. A staircase led down to 
below ground level. This area was, the group realized, the 
source of the cacophony. 

The area, which seemed to take up the entirety of the 
section underneath the massive warehouse, and still be 
overcrowded was, Kyle realized, the holding area for the 
slave market they had been told of in their briefing. 

It was composed of large corrals with spikes covering 
them, clearly built to house large unruly animals. These 
corrals were all crowded with people of all descriptions, 


both human and otherwise. The floors were sawdust. 
There were clearly no toilets or medical care for these 
people, as the combined stench of blood and human waste 
permeated the air in a wall of smell. It was, until that 
point in his life, the most horrific thing Kyle had ever seen. 

The area was patrolled by humanoid robots, all perhaps 
nine feet tall. One arm on each ended in a massive hand, 
while the entire other arm was one massive gun. Every so 
often, the hand would reach into one of the corrals and 
grab a person and move them, either to near the stairs, 
likely to be marched up into the warehouse and sold, or 
simply to drop these people again, to amp up the fear. Kyle 
was certain he saw one of these people die upon their 
being dropped headfirst. 

The initial shock passed over The Golden Fleece fairly 
quickly, however, and their minds reverted to their mis- 
sion. Sandra Lau sent Kyle a telepathic message. She was 
remote viewing into the crowd to locate Emiko Sato. 
Before she had finished, Kyle and Josef had been shoved 
into one of the corrals. Several of the occupants screamed 
at the sight of them. But most were either too listless or 
too preoccupied to even notice. 

After several minutes, Kyle sent out a telepathic signal 
to all seven members of The Golden Fleece, locating them 
in the crowd. 

“T have located the target. She’s standing right next to 
me. Not in the best shape,” was Sienna’s message. 

“Initiate extraction,” was Kyle’s reply. And so it began. 

Joey stood up and turned towards the corral where 
Sienna and young Emiko were being held. He focused his 


gaze on the patrolling robot nearest to the corral, and 
used what Kyle assumed was telekinesis to short circuit 
the metal beast, causing it to stop in its tracks. He then 
used the same ability to quietly break the locks on the cor- 
rals that the members of The Golden Fleece were being 
held in, always being careful that he was not spotted. 

“Hold positions. Prepare to engage,” Kyle ordered. 

Roger Clément was the first to exit his corral, quietly 
slipping through the gate, crouched, and closing it behind 
him, apparently not being spotted by any of the other 
prisoners. The robots, apparently linked in their program- 
ming, had begun to walk with purpose towards the one 
that had been short-circuited by Joey. One began passing 
by the corral that Kyle and Josef were in. They noticed that 
this robot, unlike the others, had a second large gun 
strapped to its back. 

Upon this realization, Kyle and Josef slid out of their 
pen and pounced on the metallic hulk as it passed. Kyle 
jumped on its back and locked his jaws on its enormous 
square head, and his tail around its left leg. Josef lunged 
under its gun arm and forced it upward, revealing a series 
of exposed wires in its “armpit,” which he yanked, and the 
metal monstrosity collapsed. 

The prisoners did notice this episode. A huge cry went 
up among them. The cluster of robots spun in all direc- 
tions at the disturbance, firing blindly into the crush of 
people. Kyle, who towered over nearly all in the room, 
grabbed the massive gun from the back of the robot he 
and Josef had taken down, raised it to eye level, and fired 
at the robots. He took two down before they turned their 


guns in his direction, and he dove to the ground. 

By now, the prisoners had begun to notice that their 
corrals were unlocked and begun to rush out. Some simply 
sprinted up the stairs to the warehouse above, possibly to 
freedom, but most began storming the robots, confusing 
them tremendously as they tried in vain to mow down the 
thousands of targets. 

Somehow, in the chaos, all the members of The Golden 
Fleece, plus Emiko Sato, being held tightly by Sienna Sin- 
clair, reached the stairs out of the holding area. Elsa Tyler 
had been shot in the arm, but the unit was largely 
unscathed otherwise, and they took to the stairs, Kyle in 
front, holding the monstrous gun he had scored from the 
robot. He felt great guilt at abandoning the remaining 
prisoners, but still followed his orders. 

In the warehouse/auction house above the holding 
area, The Golden Fleece was met with several human 
guards. All were gunned down on sight, and the group 
escaped unmolested into the alleyway behind the enor- 
mous building. They sprinted down this a ways, then 
ducked into another alley and crouched. 

There, while crouched, the group connected telepath- 
ically again. They determined that the portal which Joey 
had come to New Syracuse through was the nearest, by 
compiling a pseudo map in their heads, using what limited 
bits of New Syracuse they had seen. 

Little Emiko had begun to ask questions and demand 
to be taken home, but she was totally ignored by The 
Golden Fleece, save for someone eventually covering her 
mouth to stop her from causing the unit to be discovered. 


After a few minutes, The Golden Fleece stood again 
and moved very quickly in the direction of Joey’s portal. 
Sure enough, it was only a couple of blocks away, in what 
appeared to be a park that had long been abandoned and 
surrounded by a brick wall. Being as tall and/or serpentine 
as their avatars were, they scaled the wall quite easily, 
with one member holding Emiko, then tossing her over 
the wall to the others. Joey’s portal had indeed been left 
open. The Golden Fleece rushed through it, and so com- 
pleted their mission. 

They were met on the other side of the portal by 
Emmermann and Commander Aquino. The latter rushed 
to the group and grabbed young Emiko, then took her in 
his arms and left. 

The Golden Fleece received their usual commenda- 
tions, then, as usual again, were returned to their human 
child bodies and back to their cages. They never saw 
young Emiko again. However, given Commander Aquino’s 
history, it is unlikely that her life improved. 


*“Author’s note. Well, I hope you have enjoyed this chap- 
ter, in spite of the rather disturbing content. Unfortunately, 
this is far from the worst that will come to pass in this 
book.** 


Chapter 8 


Time continued to wear on for The Golden Fleece, with 
one day being largely indistinguishable from the previous 
one. I will next draw the reader’s attention to Mars. 

The IBIS children, fairly early in their educations, had 
been made aware of secret human colonization of other 
worlds, and that the stargate they used was capable of 
going to these places. Their trip to New Syracuse had con- 
firmed this, but otherwise, there was a dearth of missions 
off world, until one day in the height of the summer of 
1975. 

The mission began as usual; transfer to the avatar they’d 
be using, in this case their adult human ones, preopera- 
tion meeting with Emmermann, a look at the briefing file, 
nanites, and gearing up. However, on this occasion, after 
gearing up, The Golden Fleece were called to the 
makeshift classroom, and were greeted by Kramer and a 
projection screen situated at the front of the space. He 
looked them over, and then began to speak. 

“Welcome, ladies and gents. Welcome to a land of 
intrigue. Welcome to an ancient world of mystery. Where 
everything is trying to kill you, where you can’t breathe 
without a suit, where everything is political, and where 
the locals’ idea of a welcome is to yank your head off and 
shit down your throat. Welcome to Mars!” 


At this last sentence, an image appeared on the projec- 
tion screen. It was a fairly standard satellite shot of the 
Red Planet, which then zoomed in on a specific region. 
From seemingly nowhere, Kramer produced a blackboard 
stick and continued the presentation. 

“This here, ladies and gents, is Valles Marineris. The 
greenest place on Mars. And also the most dangerous. 
Crawling with life which seeks to cause death. So danger- 
ous that the militaries fighting in Mars’ ongoing civil war 
will not engage there. You’re headed to this place. Con- 
gratulations.” 

A slight murmur went up among The Golden Fleece, 
prompting Kramer to rap his stick on the concrete floor, 
commanding attention. He continued the presentation, 
showing The Golden Fleece the specifics of Martian sur- 
vival. In the interests of “show, don’t tell,” these will be 
relayed in the way the unit encountered them. 

After their lecture, The Golden Fleece gathered them- 
selves and went through the stargate. Unusually, they 
were sent unarmed, with the promise in the mission brief 
that they would be receiving armaments on location. 

They found themselves in a rather bizarre looking area. 
They were at the edge of a forest of the largest trees that 
Kyle had ever seen. What was truly remarkable was that 
the woodland simply ended, and beyond it was nothing 
but endless desert. Kyle wondered how such contrasts 
were ecologically possible. 

Soon, The Golden Fleece saw two vehicles in the dis- 
tance, headed their way. Kyle used the zoom function built 
into the helmet of his armor, and saw that the two vehi- 


cles were Land Rovers, however they possessed no wheels. 
Instead, they hovered and glided over the ground, using 
some kind of anti-gravity system. On the front doors of 
each Land Rover was a symbol; an image of Mars with an 
Ouroboros coiled around it. Kyle recognized the symbol 
from the briefing file and knew that these were the people 
that The Golden Fleece had been sent here to look after. 

Soon enough, the vehicles pulled up, and the passengers 
alighted. They all wore burnt orange spacesuits with hel- 
mets and small tanks on their backs. For breathable air, 
Kyle realized. There were six of these persons in total. One 
of them, a tiny dark haired woman with a highly unusual, 
very angular face, stepped forward and extended her 
dainty hand to Kyle. 

“Herr Emmermann said I was to be expecting you. The 
Golden Fleece unit, from Canada? I’m Dr. Ainsley Horton, 
from the Institute of Investigative Marsology. Pleased to 
meet you.” 

She spoke with a drawl that was almost totally alien to 
Kyle and the other Golden Fleece members. The only one 
he had heard like it was from some snippets he’d over- 
heard from one of the boys at the IBIS base. He’d been 
forbidden to speak with him, of course, but one does hear 
gossip, and eventually Elsa Tyler had told him that this 
boy came from a place called Mississippi. He did not know 
where this was, but he supposed that Dr. Ainsley Horton 
must come from there as well, or somewhere similar. 

Dr. Horton continued; “Well, Emmermann says you’re 
here to protect me. But we all know, you’re really here to 
protect the assets I found. Just how the world works, ain’t 


it?” Kyle was amused at her obvious insight. 

Once Dr. Horton was introduced to all members of The 
Golden Fleece, her five underlings apparently unworthy of 
introduction, the entire group, now totaling 13, piled into 
the hovering Land Rovers. There was insufficient seating, 
so some rode in the space behind the seats. Kyle, however, 
insisted on seating himself on the roof of one of the vehi- 
cles. Ostensibly he did so to look for dangers, but in 
reality, he wanted to see the Martian scenery. None could 
have guessed so at the time, but it was the beginning of a 
love affair between man and planet that was to last for the 
rest of Kyle’s life. 

The scenery was indeed breathtaking. Vast deserts as far 
as the eye could see. The undulating hills and bumps in 
the land cast shadows that appeared in all the colors of 
the rainbow, against a burnt orange ground. The skies of 
Mars, due to a low oxygen content, are a pale blue. The 
sun was beginning to set as the vehicles moved along, 
turning the sky into a magnificent shade of lavender, and 
the few clouds into a deep shade of a blood orange. 

For a number of miles, the two Land Rovers drove paral- 
lel to the edge of the trees from which The Golden Fleece 
had emerged, giving remarkable views on the other side of 
the vehicle as well. These trees resembled firs, but they 
were far larger, and the tops of most were covered in vines 
which bore tiny flowers in striking shades of blue, orange, 
pink, and bright white. Perhaps for the first time in his life, 
Kyle was touched by nature. 

After a while, the two vehicles made a sharp left turn 
between two trees, and proceeded into the forest down a 


road that would have been invisible if one did not know 
that it was there. They drove into the forest for over an 
hour. Once or twice, Kyle saw small creatures scamper out 
of the road to avoid one of the oncoming vehicles, an 
unnecessary endeavor, as the vehicles glided above the 
ground without wheels. Otherwise, he observed no 
wildlife at this time. 

Eventually, the Land Rovers reached a massive clearing. 
In it was an enormous geodesic dome rising from the 
ground. The dome itself was perhaps 1/4 mile across. On 
one side, there was a door large enough to accommodate 
the two Land Rovers. They entered. Inside, there was a 
ring, perhaps 100 feet wide, which surrounded a second 
geodesic dome containing buildings. Kyle realized that the 
outer ring doubled as both a parking lot and pressurized 
air lock. 

The group alighted from the Land Rovers and walked 
through a door to the inside of the second dome, where 
Dr. Horton instructed all to remove their helmets, then 
addressed The Golden Fleece. 

“Alright. Let me introduce you to our humble home. 
This here’s a research facility. Not a military posting. It’ll 
be treated as such. Please do not leave your approved 
areas. Please do not touch anything. And remember; Dr. 
Horton knows best. You may be here to protect assets, but 
they’re my assets, and these are my digs, and I get the 
final say as to what goes and doesn’t go around here.” 

Kyle found himself mildly perturbed at Dr. Horton’s atti- 
tude, though he also found himself admiring, in an odd 
way, her obvious disregard of militarism. 


It was Sandra Lau who first spoke up among the group. 

“Dr. Horton, we were not briefed. What is this place?” 

“Excellent question, young lady. This is an archaeologi- 
cal dig. Studying Mars’s past. Or rather, this facility is to 
study that which is found at our dig, around three clicks 
from here. I’m sorry that no one briefed you. Now, my 
assistant Charlie will show you to your quarters, where 
you will remain until dinner time.” 

“For a civilian, you sure seem comfortable ordering sol- 
diers,” Kyle thought. 

Much to his surprise, a response followed. “And you’d 
better remember it,” was the telepathic response from the 
direction of Dr. Horton. 

So, she had telepathic capabilities, and could use them, 
Kyle realized. Uppity perhaps, but Dr. Horton was no ordi- 
nary civilian. 

Charlie, a tall blonde man with a rather posh British 
accent, stepped forward. He walked first to the right from 
the entrance, dropping the men of The Golden Fleece off 
at the men’s dormitory, then taking the ladies to theirs, 
with the assurance of regathering them all when dinner 
time came. 

Kyle found himself chuckling at the dormitory. He was 
used to being on missions and staying in wooden or can- 
vas military barracks which were undecorated, dirty, and 
full of sweaty men who cooled and dried themselves by 
stripping naked and laying on either the floor or their 
bunks, with no regard for if anyone wished to “see what 
they had to offer,” and then spent the evening telling 
exaggerated stories of their sexcapades. Hardly luxurious, 


but to Kyle it was what had begun to feel like home. 

This dormitory was nothing of the sort, and to the men 
of The Golden Fleece, seemed like the lap of luxury. It was 
spotless and white and air conditioned, and the walls dec- 
orated with modern art and framed stock photos of 
wildlife. At one end, there were three small curtained off 
rooms for changing. 

The bunks were all labeled by name, so the men of The 
Golden Fleece found theirs in short order. On each, they 
found two bundles with notes attached. One of these was 
a burnt orange jumpsuit with helmet, the other a set of 
simple, dark green, fatigues-like wear, with black lace up 
boots and thick dark green socks. These had a patch on 
the left breast, bearing the same insignia seen on the Land 
Rovers, that of an image of Mars with an Ouroboros coiled 
around it. 

With each bundle was a note. The dark green clothes 
were to be worn while on base, whilst the orange suits 
were to be worn when leaving the bubble for the wilds of 
Mars. There was a third note on the bed, instructing the 
members of The Golden Fleece to leave the white armor 
suits they had arrived in on their beds to be collected, and 
telling them that they could get them back whenever their 
assignment came to an end. It was clear that their armor 
was not the “in thing” at this place they had come to. 

They all dutifully then changed into their green outfits. 
Sensing the etiquette of the place, they used the dressing 
rooms in the dormitory, rather than openly changing at 
their bunks, as they’d have done elsewhere. They then 
dutifully waited to be collected for dinner. A number of 


the other occupants of the dormitory came in to do the 
same, though they were all clearly civilians, and gave no 
more than a passing glance to the military men who had 
taken up residence in the space. 

From this, Kyle was beginning to sense something in 
this facility that he didn’t like; a class divide, not between 
“rich” and “poor,” but between “scientist,” and “non-sci- 
entist.” 

Soon enough, they were collected for dinner, their 
guide once again being Dr. Horton’s assistant Charlie, 
whose surname was never learned of by The Golden 
Fleece. He led Kyle and the men first to the women’s dor- 
mitory, then through the compound to a building labeled 
“eatery.” 

The compound was fairly small, but quite impressive in 
its efficient use of space. It managed to squeeze in the two 
dormitory buildings, both of which could fit perhaps 150 
people, several buildings which were clearly part of the 
scientific endeavor, the “eatery” building, and even a gen- 
erously sized community garden. The buildings were all 
white and appeared temporary, having been built in a 
modular fashion, using some sort of alloy that looked at 
first glance to be plastic, but which closer inspection 
revealed to be much tougher. 

Someone had also clearly spent a pretty penny in beau- 
tifying the place. The modular buildings all had windows, 
many of which had window box planters containing small 
flowering plants. At odd intervals along the pathways, one 
would occasionally see a small fruit tree. If one inspected 
these trees and/or window box flowers, one found that 


they were artificial. However, they looked convincing, and 
certainly brightened what would have otherwise been a 
rather sterile space. 

The “eatery” building was already quite crowded, with 
groups of people sitting at low, round tables of varying 
size. Kyle saw three other persons in uniform seated alone 
at a table. All the other persons present were in street 
clothes or laboratory wear. His instinct was for himself 
and the rest of The Golden Fleece to seat themselves with 
the three in uniform, but these plans were foiled by the 
unmistakable sound of Dr. Horton calling, or rather, order- 
ing, The Golden Fleece over to her table. 

They were seated. Dr. Horton and The Golden Fleece 
were the only occupants. It was clear that she wanted to 
be seen controlling these whom she no doubt considered 
“dumb muscle.” As he was seated next to Sienna Sinclair, 
Kyle could psychically feel her resisting an urge to punch 
“the good doctor” in the face. He transmitted a “stand 
down” order to her telepathically, though secretly he very 
much empathized. 

While the food was prepared, Dr. Horton began to tell 
of the dig. Apparently, in the mountains a few kilometers 
east, there had been what appeared to be an outpost dis- 
covered. It looked to be Atlantean in origin. There were 
apparently several chambers which were sealed that were 
likely to contain ancient technology, hence why The 
Golden Fleece had been sent to protect the site and assets 
recovered, as this was incredibly valuable. 

Before Dr. Horton could elaborate further, the food 
arrived. It appeared at first glance to be a pasta salad, and 


The Golden Fleece, hungry after their long day, all enthu- 
siastically took big bites to begin their meals. This was a 
decision they all instantly regretted. 

“Gods above. What is this?” Joey demanded. 

Dr. Horton adopted a perturbed smile and began to 
explain. “This food comes from a replicator. A miracle of 
science that prints out your food.” 

“And how, precisely, does it do such a thing?” Kyle 
asked. 

“You put a material into the chamber, and it breaks it 
down at the atomic level and makes it into an imitation of 
a desired food,” Dr. Horton explained. 

“Oh really?” Joey said. “And pray, what “material” is put 
into it? Your own shit? It’s your own shit, isn’t it! That’s 
certainly what it tastes like!” 

“Hmm. I do not appreciate your language at my dinner 
table, Herr Streicher. Nor will I tolerate it.” Dr. Horton 
declared, not answering Joey’s question, which had, it 
turned out, been completely accurate. 

“Ma’am,” Sienna said, in the most disrespectful way one 
can use the word, “if you can’t handle the way we speak, 
perhaps we should eat separately, to atone for our sins?” 

Dr. Horton merely adopted her perturbed grin again, 
and did not respond. The group finished their meal in 
silence. 

After finishing, they returned to their dormitories. How- 
ever, as it was not yet lights out, they began to drift, 
finding ways to occupy themselves. At some point, Kyle 
noticed a ladder on the side of the men’s dormitory build- 
ing, leading to the roof. He climbed it and began to look to 


the night sky. 

The skies were even more incredible at night. On a 
planet that was virtually totally free from light pollution, 
the millions of visible stars shone as brightly as small 
suns. Nebulae and the arms of the galaxy were clearly visi- 
ble. Kyle yearned to leave the dome, to see the stars 
unrestricted by even glass. So mesmerized was he that 
when the call of “lights out” went up, he did not notice. It 
was only when Roger Clément came onto the roof and told 
Kyle to come down, apparently having observed him, that 
he peeled himself from the view and reluctantly returned 
to his assigned bunk bed. He found that a set of pajamas 
had been laid out, which he changed into, and retired to 
sleep. 

The dormitory was awoken rather abruptly with the 
lights turning on, followed by a gong. Kyle felt under- 
slept, but he had become accustomed to this in his experi- 
ences on other operations. He and the rest of the men of 
The Golden Fleece instinctively put on their orange jump- 
suits, knowing it was likely that they would be leaving the 
facility for Dr. Horton’s dig. 

After dressing, Kyle could not resist stepping outside 
the dormitory, following the crush of occupants leaving, 
so that he could get another look at the scenery. The sun 
was almost entirely risen, however it was only just unrisen 
enough that there was a trace of orange hues in the other- 
wise pale blue sky. Kyle could just make out also that the 
vines on the mammoth trees at the edge of the clearing 
were just beginning to bloom their technicolor blossoms, 
having closed them for the night. 


Before leaving the facility, The Golden Fleece was 
directed into a small building, to receive their weapons. To 
their surprise, a number of the scientific staff were also in 
the building doing the same. It seemed that everyone was 
prepared while on this planet that was, as Kramer had so 
eloquently put it, “crawling with life which seeks to cause 
death.” 

What was unusual to Kyle was the design of the guns. 
They had no magazine, and the ends of the barrels looked 
like the covering on a speaker. He shot an inquisitive look 
at the man issuing the weapons. 

“Sonic guns,” the man explained. “Emit a frequency that 
shatters anything in its path. Made specifically to combat 
the spiders. Their exoskeletons are impenetrable with 
most bullets, but this thing purees the fuckers like an 
overzealous food processor. Smelly, but effective.” 

Soon enough, The Golden Fleece, Dr. Horton, and a 
horde of other academics and dig workers piled into a con- 
voy of the hovering Land Rovers, and set out for the dig. 
Kyle again insisted on riding on the roof of the frontmost 
vehicle. 

The drive proved to be quite long. The convoy exited 
the wooded area into the desert, then drove alongside it 
for a good distance before re-entering and driving towards 
several low-lying mountains, which was the location of 
the dig. 

As they drove, Kyle’s eye was caught by the sight of a 
huge group of humans marching through the desert. He 
could not see them very clearly, but he could make out 
that unlike the people he was with, they wore no helmets, 


and that they were rather scantily clad in flowing robes, 
exposed to the elements. Who were they, and how had 
they somehow adapted to these impossible conditions? 
Kyle wondered. 

He also glimpsed one of the spiders that The Golden 
Fleece had been warned of, though this one was not as 
large as those which the unit had been warned about, 
being perhaps five feet wide, with its shell or exoskeleton 
resembling that of a Coconut Crab. It paid no attention to 
the passing convoy, and simply continued its walk over the 
sand. 

Eventually, the convoy reached the mountains, which 
were really more like large hills, covered in trees. As they 
alighted, Kyle noted a path through the forest, the sides of 
which were lined with spikes. Upon closer inspection, he 
realized with a shock that the spikes were topped with 
human skulls. 

“That’s how the Martian Indigenous Humans mark their 
territory,” Dr. Horton explained, observing Kyle. “The tribe 
that was here left when we showed up to dig. They always 
do.” 

“They don’t fight for their territory?” Elsa Tyler asked. 

“No. They seem to realize that they could never win,” 
Dr. Horton said, with an air of colonial arrogance in her 
voice that Kyle found highly objectionable. However, he 
decided to stay silent. 

The group approached the hills. One of the men 
advanced to a cave, clearly the entrance to the dig, and 
pulled on a cord hanging from the ceiling just beyond the 
entrance, flooding the chamber with light. The man 


managed to say one word in a flat tone; “spider.” Then all 
hell broke loose. 

The spider in question, which must have taken up resi- 
dence in the cave overnight, was easily over 20 feet wide. 
Enraged by the sudden bright light, the creature burst out. 

The man who had switched the light on was the first to 
go. The spider grabbed him in its massive horizontal 
mouth, then spit him out so quickly that there was no 
time for anyone else to respond. The beast spit the man 
quite far, so that he happened to land at Kyle’s feet. Kyle 
observed that the man had two holes in his stomach, each 
about the size of a softball. He was clearly already dead 
from his wounds, or possibly the poison the spider had 
administered. 

“Fire!” Kyle ordered. 

Either the spider was far more intelligent than The 
Golden Fleece had been lead to believe, or it had impecca- 
ble timing. At the sound of Kyle’s order, the monstrosity 
proceeded to half lunge, half pounce, aiming itself at the 
group. 

The creature went into full assault, knocking people 
with its monstrous legs and sending them flying into the 
trees. It also used its mouth, killing in the same manner as 
it had killed the man who had disturbed it, spitting them 
out just as quickly as it had grabbed them. 

At some point, Kyle somehow found himself trapped 
under one of the beast’s legs. He was unable to reach his 
gun. However, Roger, who had been standing next to him, 
somehow did manage to grab his sonic blaster. He pointed 
it up at the underside of the monster and fired. 


The sonic gun made an almost inaudible “thump” sound, 
and sent its invisible projectile out. The pulse shattered 
the portion of exoskeleton it was pointed at, creating a 
human-sized hole in the beast’s under side, and causing 
its innards to spill out, killing the creature instantly. Kyle 
found himself grateful that the environment suits blocked 
all smells. 

The dead and injured were soon tallied. Apparently, the 
scientific facility had a regeneration tank. The dead and 
injured were loaded onto two of the Land Rovers to be 
returned to the facility and regenerated. Roger Clément 
and Sandra Lau returned with them, for guarding pur- 
poses. 

“The show must go on,” Dr. Horton said as the two Land 
Rovers drove away. “We’ll continue our pre-decided plans, 
with a shorter staff for now.” 

Kyle insisted on The Golden Fleece entering the cave 
first to inspect for any further threats, in spite of Dr. Hor- 
ton’s protest. 

“Don’t break my hard work,” she curtly admonished. 

The room where the spider had taken up residence was 
large, round, and made of uneven rock. It looked like a 
standard cave room. At the far end was a narrow opening 
with a sloped shaft leading down. To ease descent, the 
archaeological team had lain boards and a rope down the 
floor of the shaft. The Golden Fleece descended single file. 

Inside, the structure was quite remarkable. It was made 
up of wide tunnel-like rooms, however , upon looking up, 
one saw levels going up in an upside-down cone shape, 
clearly the insides of the hills that the structures had been 


built into. 

The walls were a reddish stone, with a bewildering array 
of white pictographs painted on them. They depicted a 
wide variety of scenes of humans, or human like persons, 
engaged in many activities. Hunting, fishing, family activi- 
ties, and combat against various creatures. There were a 
great many drawings of a single symbol, that of what 
appeared to be a large cat with a dragon coiled around its 
abdomen. For simple line drawings, the level of detail con- 
veyed was impressive. 

The inside of the space was also littered with the equip- 
ment used by Dr. Horton and her ilk. Computers, 
microscopes, as well as more typical archaeological equip- 
ment were strewn everywhere. Kyle felt a certain sense of 
lost dignity at the sight of all the equipment. Not his own 
dignity, but that of the site, as though it was being disre- 
spected in some way. 

After The Golden Fleece had cleared the chambers, they 
returned to the surface and gave the “all clear” to Dr. Hor- 
ton and her staff. 

The archaeological team re-entered, and set to work 
immediately. They all clearly knew their roles. They all got 
to their jobs at their chosen pieces of equipment. Scan- 
ning, photographing, cataloging, and digging. The Golden 
Fleece members began milling about, mostly standing 
around aimlessly. It was obvious that they had no experi- 
ence in this arena, and that any offers of help would be 
unwelcome. 

Eventually, lunchtime came. The group returned to the 
surface, and walked a short distance around the hill. A 


dark green canvas tent had been set up, and lunch was 
being served. 

“You can take off your helmets to eat. Air is just thick 
enough to breathe, so long as you don’t do any strenuous 
activity,” Dr. Horton informed The Golden Fleece. 

Kyle found himself at a table headed by another archae- 
ologist, a Dr. Martinez, a young and handsome Hispanic 
man who was a good deal more personable than Dr. Hor- 
ton. Kyle listened, with interest, as Dr. Martinez told him 
and Elsa of the dig. 

He explained that on the lowest level, there were three 
sealed chambers. Ground penetrating radar had shown 
these to be quite large, and full of objects whose nature 
was, as yet, unknown. 

The chambers were kept sealed by what appeared to be 
a biometric lock of some kind. As the archaeological team 
obviously did not have the correct genetics, the opening of 
these chambers was their current challenge. They had just 
that day decided, upon reflection, to attempt to tunnel 
under them, which was proving incredibly tedious. 

As it turned out, entering all three chambers took a 
total of three Martian weeks. The Golden Fleece stayed for 
all of it. The incident with the spider on the first day was 
the only one of its kind. The supposed horrors of Mars 
never materialized on that particular trip. Indeed, they 
never saw a human soul beyond those they were living 
with, plus a few sightings of the obviously nomadic 
indigenous Martians. 

A number of times, when he thought he could go unob- 
served, Kyle slipped away from the group. Far from the 


“shithole” that Kramer had spoken of, Kyle thought Mars 
was almost a paradise. He had fallen in love with the 
planet. The trees. The skies. The desert. The seemingly 
endless array of small creatures, particularly reptiles, who 
seemed to thrive in every nook and cranny. Had this come 
at a later chapter in Kyle’s life, he would have written 
songs about it, and one day down the line, he would 
indeed do so. For the moment, he simply was enraptured 
by the wonders of Mars, and sad to ever leave. However, 
leave he must, eventually. 

After the three Martian weeks were up, and the sealed 
chambers had been excavated, Dr. Horton called The 
Golden Fleece into her office, in another of the temporary 
buildings that they had never entered. This one seemed 
almost like a tiny museum, with artifacts on shelves all 
over, and Dr. Horton’s desk in the center. She addressed 
The Golden Fleece. 

“Well, ladies and gents, your mission of protection has 
been successful. Mind you, we met no real trouble. So I 
can only retrospectively hope that you would have been so 
successful if we had.” 

Kyle’s fists reflexively tightened at this insult, and he 
observed the fists of several other Golden Fleece members 
also tightening. However, they said and did nothing as Dr. 
Horton continued. 

“What you all haven’t been told is that these aren’t just 
any old artifacts. These are important. And this dig is 
financed by the man who wants ‘em. I have to deliver. And 
you all must accompany me.” 

“Where? To whom? And just what is the nature of these 


artifacts?” Sienna Sinclair demanded. 

“They are technologies from an ancient civilization. The 
first humans. We call them “Progenitors.” And the rest of 
your questions? Well now, I’m afraid that’s above your 
pay-grade, Miss Sinclair.” 

Soon enough, The Golden Fleece had changed back into 
the white armor they had been wearing when they arrived 
on Mars, had their weapons returned to them, and had 
loaded into the hovering Land Rovers. These drove back to 
the point where they had arrived on Mars, and once again, 
a portal opened and they stepped through, accompanied 
by Dr. Horton and seven of her assistants, carrying the 
mysterious artifacts in black plastic crates, which they 
handled as though they were of spun glass. 

This time, rather than opening to the IBIS base, the por- 
tal opened to a Stargate in an obviously above ground 
warehouse, the doors of which stood wide open to a desert 
landscape. Kyle wondered if perhaps they had not left 
Mars at all. However, a consultation of the thermometer 
on the wrist computer of his suit revealed a temperature 
of 32 degrees Celsius. They were on Earth, or a place like 
it. 

Just outside the rather sparse warehouse stood a large 
black armored van, and two black sports cars. Kyle took 
note of the scene, as he always did. He noted that the cars 
were empty, and that the armored vehicle had two men in 
front, both in the uniform of the United States Air Force. 
Dr. Horton gave her instructions. 

“All of you with the guns ride in the back of the van with 
the artifacts. Me and my assistants will ride in the cars. If I 


find out any of you meatheads have broken anything, 
there’ll be hell to pay.” 

The Golden Fleece exchanged glances at the notion that 
this minuscule woman could give them “hell.” They man- 
aged to wait until themselves and the artifacts were sealed 
up inside the armored van before bursting into total 
laughter. 

The back of the van had no windows, only a small light 
fixture inside to stop The Golden Fleece and their precious 
cargo from being sealed up in complete darkness. They 
drove for perhaps 1.5 hours before the van stopped. 

They alighted at a mansion, an imposing edifice painted 
in white, in the Moorish style of architecture. It was on 
what appeared to be a ranch type of property, still in the 
desert. A whole convoy of vehicles, mostly black sports 
cars, was arriving with them. Kyle recognized both 
Emmermann and Commander Aquino among them. 

A slim, short, dark haired man came onto the veranda of 
the house. Emmermann rushed up to meet him. The 
man’s full name, Kyle never heard, but he distinctly heard 
Emmermann refer to him as “Herr Bush.” The three other 
men who joined them and Aquino on the porch, two Cau- 
casian, and one of East Asian stock, would not be known 
or named quantities to Kyle for many many years, and not 
until long after this meeting had been lost from his mem- 
Ory. 

The Golden Fleece were ushered into the house a ways, 
into a parlor style room. The six men withdrew to an 
adjoining room, along with Dr. Horton, likely to discuss 
the artifacts. The doctor’s assistants left the property, and 


Kyle never once saw them again. 

The Golden Fleece sat around on the floor of the parlor, 
knowing they would likely break the dainty furniture on 
offer, and wondered all the while what the purpose of all 
this was. Kyle wondered if perhaps they were there to pro- 
tect Emmermann’s interests, or even his life, as none of 
the other participants in the meeting had brought any 
security. He resisted the urge to remote view into the 
meeting, knowing that if caught, he and the unit would be 
in very hot water. 

As it turned out, the meeting was quite uneventful. The 
six men all emerged with smiles on their faces. The only 
unhappy looking party was Dr. Horton. Emmermann 
spoke. 

“Well. Now, gentlemen, I have business to attend to 
elsewhere. My security will be taken back to their base 
now, and we shall part from each other happy, and to our 
businesses, and The Good Doctor back to her dig.” 

The Golden Fleece instinctively loaded back into the 
armored van. No one stopped them, and the van took off 
again. 

It drove for possibly three hours. The Golden Fleece was 
growing extremely tired of all this waiting. They arrived in 
an alleyway between what appeared to be office buildings. 
The back of the van opened directly into what looked like 
a large elevator, open onto the alley. The Golden Fleece 
dutifully alighted and entered the elevator. To their sur- 
prise, the van simply left. 

They were not left long wondering what to do, but were 
rather startled by a beeping on their wrist computers. 


They held them up, and were greeted by a solid blue 
screen, with a feminine robotic voice echoing outward. 

“Greetings. Your presence has been registered. You are 
about to enjoy the services of Roundtree International’s 
pride and joy. Our maglev train system. Linking the under- 
side of the globe since 1961. Please stay out of the doors 
of the elevator. Your descent will begin momentarily.” 

The Golden Fleece had, at the time, no clue what was 
happening. The elevator began its descent, and after a bit, 
the voice continued to narrate. 

“If you turn your attention to your wrist mounts, you 
will see a barcode. These are your tickets. Your current 
station is”- a pause- “Laredo Texas, Station A. Your desti- 
nation is set as”- another pause- “Victoria Station, British 
Colombia, Canada. Upon exiting the elevator, please fol- 
low the red tape on the ground to the northbound train. 
These barcodes serve as your electronic tickets. Please 
stay on the train until reaching your designated station. 
Attempts to leave early will result in being approached by 
our security personnel. Please enjoy your ride with 
Roundtree International!” 

The elevator arrived a few minutes later. It opened into 
a train station. But not just any train station. This was 
futuristic and sleek, with white marble floors, and quite 
large. No one paid The Golden Fleece any attention, and 
no wonder. The station’s inhabitants, while there weren’t 
many, were mostly dressed in ways similar to them, I.E. in 
power armor of various designs. There were also a few 
people in regular military uniforms, a very few civilians, 
and even a pair of Gray aliens, also in power armor. 


There were lines of tape or paint on the floor in various 
colors. The Golden Fleece followed the red line, as they 
had been instructed, eventually ending up at a platform, 
awaiting the arrival of one of the trains. 

As they waited, Kyle studied a map on one wall. It’s here 
that I would like to note something. The Golden Fleece, 
and presumably all IBIS children, were under implicit 
orders to not notice, much less study, things such as the 
map that Kyle noted. These were considered superfluous, 
if not actively dangerous, to following orders. 

This attitude, Kyle would find, was universal, even when 
IBIS had been long over, and he was somewhere far away. 
And it was one idea he could never abide. He was driven to 
always note these things, implicit orders or not. 

The map showed a series of snaking lines of various col- 
ors. With a start, Kyle realized it was, in fact, a map of the 
world. The lines, he realized, were the trains. “Linking the 
underside of the globe since 1961.” So, the trains went all 
over the planet. All underground. 

There were also dots at odd intervals all over the map. 
Stations, Kyle surmised. Again, placed all over the planet, 
including some spots in the middles of the oceans. It was 
his first glimpse at how widespread the things happening 
to him and his comrades must actually be, if these tech- 
nologies were this global. 

Soon enough, the train arrived, and The Golden Fleece 
boarded. They noticed that it actually levitated several 
feet above the tracks, much like the Land Rovers on Mars. 

“Electromagnetic anti-gravity again,” Sandra mur- 
mured. 


The ride took hours, but was uneventful. The Golden 
Fleece did see numerous people, in a bewildering array of 
uniforms, entering and exiting the train at the numerous 
stops. What little they could see of the stations mostly 
looked the same as they had seen in Laredo. No one spoke 
to them, and they didn’t make the attempt. 

When the call on the train’s intercom announced “Vic- 
toria Station, British Colombia,” The Golden Fleece 
alighted. In the platform, they observed Kramer, and 
approached him. He led them through another elevator, 
into another van, this one on the subterranean floor of a 
parking garage, and set off. 

They arrived back at the IBIS base very late at night. 
Due to this, Kramer sent them to their beds in their adult 
bodies, as avatar swapping at this late hour was out of the 
question. 

As they hadn’t eaten since that morning on Mars, they 
were quite hungry, but knew better than to ask for food. 
Alone in his and Elsa’s room, Kyle found that the hunger 
made him quite amorous towards Elsa, so the pair found 
other, no doubt immensely more pleasurable, ways of dis- 
tracting themselves until they could fall asleep. 

Once sleep was accomplished, Kyle drifted away to 
dreams of Mars, his new, and to be everlasting, love. 


**“Author’s note. Well, I hope the reader has enjoyed this rel- 
atively calm interlude. It’s started a number of threads 
through Kyle’s life that will one day become apparent, much 
later in the narrative of his life. Please, do not forget this 
chapter.** 


Chapter 9 


Several years passed in this way. To the IBIS children, it 
all began to feel routine. Normal. Almost home-like. For 
Kyle and Elsa, that changed quite dramatically one day, in 
the autumn of 1975. 

They had just returned from a routine mission. Due to 
limited memory, I cannot describe it further. As per usual, 
upon their return to base, they were undergoing their rou- 
tine transfer, from their adult human bodies back to their 
child bodies for the night. But to their surprise, the trans- 
fer was cut short, and they opened their eyes as they were 
coming out of the tanks to find that they were still in their 
adult forms, and Dr. Kreiger was standing on the ground, 
beaming ear to ear. She ushered Kyle and Elsa to her 
office, once they had been handed robes. 

She instructed them to be seated, then herself sat 
behind her large mahogany desk, and spoke. 

“IT have a wonderful announcement. The scan the tank 
performs showed us something magnificent. The purpose 
of your pairing has been successful. Wadjet, you are preg- 
nant.” 

A stunned silence fell over the room for a few moments. 
Then, Kyle and Elsa erupted in shouts of joy and 
embraced. The embrace was short lived, as Dr. Kreiger 
intervened and broke them up, then led them to a new 


corridor they had never seen before. This one was labeled 
“medical quarantine.” 

It was a series of rooms with beds and toilets in them, 
separated from the corridor by airlocks. In each one there 
was also a window looking out onto the corridor, with a 
chair and intercom on either side of the glass. 

Elsa was brought into one of these rooms. Dr. Kreiger 
explained that she was to be kept in this room for the 
duration of the pregnancy, and that The Golden Fleece 
would have to make do without her. And so it was. 

The missions continued. However, since The Golden 
Fleece was down a member, the missions were simplified. 
Usually simple in and out assassination ops. 

Every day, before every op, and again after if he could, 
Kyle would go to see Elsa, and they would talk either 
through the intercom or through telepathy. 

They discussed their hopes for the future and for their 
child. Telepathically, they fantasized about the possibility 
of escaping to some far flung location to be a family. 

At around two months into the pregnancy, Elsa swore 
she saw their child in a dream. She said that the child was 
a girl, and that she would grow to be a gorgeous dark 
haired woman with Kyle’s periwinkle eyes. They decided to 
name their daughter Irina, after Kyle’s by now largely for- 
gotten mother. 

Their happiness turned out to be short lived. It all came 
crashing down on one day in March of 1976. 

The day began normally. Kyle looked in on Elsa before 
leaving on the op of the day, as he always did. Nothing 
seemed amiss. On return in the evening, he stole away to 


look in on her again. He found that Elsa was seated in a far 
corner of the room, in a fetal position. 

He felt considerably concerned the sight of this, and 
spoke immediately into the intercom. 

“Elsa?” 

There was no response. 

“Elsa! Can you hear me? Are you alright?” 

Once again, Elsa did not respond. Kyle decided to take 
matters into his own hands. He punched the glass. It was 
thick, but not made to survive a punch from an enhanced 
soldier. It shattered into a million pieces, and a deafening 
alarm started blaring out. Kyle paid the alarm no mind, 
leaped through the window, and bounded over to the Elsa- 
shaped bundle in the corner, grabbed her by the shoulders, 
giving her a gentle shake. 

“Elsa? What is wrong?” 

Elsa just barely looked up, her face as pale as a ghost, 
and in a shaking voice, replied to Kyle. 

“They took our baby. Kyle. They took our baby. I fell 
asleep, and when I woke up she was gone! I can feel it. 
She’s not there anymore! Oh, Kyle. What are we to do?” 

Before Kyle could reply, or even absorb these words, he 
was being grabbed from behind by guards. He struggled, 
but was restrained, as was Elsa, both of them by now 
screaming every profanity in every language they knew. 

They were taken, restrained, to Dr. Kreiger’s office, and 
sat in the same chairs where they had first been told of 
Elsa’s pregnancy, and left restrained. Dr. Kreiger soon 
showed up to explain. 

Yes, it turned out, Elsa and Kyle’s baby had been stolen. 


Dr. Kreiger never named the sex of the baby, though Kyle 
accepted Elsa’s psychic intuitions of it being a girl. Dr. 
Kreiger stated that the baby had been sent off world, first 
to an artificial womb, to one day be adopted by a “good 
German family” in an off world colony. The doctor then 
left the couple in their seats, restrained, making one final 
remark as she left. 

“You know, you two, you should have foreseen this. Rais- 
ing this child was never going to be done by you. You 
should be happy to have fulfilled your purpose.” 

Elsa made eye contact with the doctor, her face contain- 
ing the most cutting, venomous look Kyle had ever seen, 
and would see again for a great many year, and spoke an 
equally cutting reply, in German, Dr. Kreiger’s mother 
tongue. She spoke in a dangerously calm and measured 
tone, one that quite visibly shook all those who heard it. 

“Well, Doctor. I was quite ‘happy’ to think I would be 
having my daughter with this man I was ‘paired’ to fall in 
love with. So, Doctor; why don’t you go fuck yourself?” 

The couple were left restrained for several hours, alone, 
so they could begin come to terms with what had 
occurred. They were then returned to their child bodies, 
and put to bed for the night. The next day, it was business 
as usual again. 

Kyle and Elsa’s child was the only successful product of 
the breeding program of IBIS. None of the other pairs bore 
children. If Kyle and Elsa’s child was kept born on sched- 
ule, with no time travel, she’d have been born in July of 
1976, and if she’s alive, is no doubt considered borderline 
royalty to the off world Germans. 


Grief took its toll. Kyle and Elsa became withdrawn, 
both socially from their unit, and sexually from each 
other. Time no doubt would have healed the wound even- 
tually, but it was not to be. 

Project IBIS came to an end just two months after the 
theft of the baby. In retrospect, perhaps it was an omen to 
the project’s inevitable failure. How this part of Kyle’s life 
ended, plus its aftermath, will be disclosed in the follow- 
ing chapters. 


*“Author’s note. A dark chapter indeed. But extremely 
common in Kyle’s circles, and it will not be the last such tale 
to be told over the course of his life. If any readers are by 
chance aware of the outcome of Kyle and Elsa’s daughter, 
please let me know.** 


Chapter 10 


That fateful night all started completely normally, with 
The Golden Fleece, and all the other assets, being put back 
in their child bodies and their associated cribs/cages for 
the night. Kyle was awoken from a deep, dreamless sleep, 
by the unmistakable and all too familiar sound of combat, 
echoing down the halls of the base. 

Almost immediately, the gunfire and shouting was fol- 
lowed by alarms, as well as all the lights coming on. Kyle 
attempted to break out of the crib, but this proved fruit- 
less. The shouts in familiar German and Canadian- 
accented voices were soon joined by more shouts in unfa- 
miliar British-accented voices. 

Several times, bullets flew through the door to Kyle’s 
room. He hit the deck, as he’d been trained, but felt rather 
unsafe, as the bottom of the cage was at least a foot off 
the floor. 

Eventually, there was a total blackout. The alarms 
stopped too. Kyle was left again in total darkness, save 
from the flashes of bullets that could be glimpsed through 
the holes made in the door. And then nothing. Silence fell, 
just as rapidly as the commotion had begun. 

The silence was short lived, however. It was followed by 
the sounds which always follow a battle; screams of pain 
and shock, shouts for medics, and conversation. Kyle lis- 


tened closely to the conversation. He’d been trained, in 
situations like this, to listen for who was speaking, in bro- 
ken accent, a language that was obviously not their own. 
The speaker would be the victors, taking the survivors as 
hostage. 

The voices were faint at first. But when he finally heard 
them, what he heard was British men speaking in broken 
German. The Brits had won. 

Eventually, he heard two British soldiers arguing in the 
corridor outside his cage room, their flashlights occasion- 
ally flashing up and down the passage. 

“Can’t fucking see. I’m not going any further in this 
dark.” 

“Start opening the rooms. This is the containment wing. 
If these kids they told us about are still here, they'll be in 
these rooms.” 

“Mate, I can’t see anything down here. I’m not opening 
these fucking doors until I can see. We don’t know what’s 
behind them!” A young soldier, by the sound of his voice, 
and obviously shaken and afraid of what might be lying in 
wait. 

“Alright. Alright. I’ll get you some goddamn lights. Calm 
the fuck down, Edwards. If there was something waiting to 
bite your nuts off, they’d have done it already.” 

“How does that make this fucking better?” the young 
soldier, apparently named Edwards, demanded. 

While he waited for the lights, and to be discovered, 
Kyle weighed the situation. On the one hand, his side had 
clearly lost, for now. Yet, he was already thinking. Did he 
have any loyalty left, after what had happened? 


No, he decided, he did not. Not after stealing his child. 
And, if how these soldiers talked was any indication, they 
were just that; soldiers. The same as he was. It was in that 
moment that he decided that he was no longer German, or 
anything but a simple soldier. Whether this new and 
rather naive conviction would last is up to the reader to 
decide as they read how Kyle’s life continued, and how his 
thinking came to evolve. 

The lights did come back on rather quickly. Someone 
must have managed to rig the base’s generator. Almost 
immediately, the door to Kyle’s cage room was kicked in. 
Two soldiers, wielding SLR L1A1 Rifles, entered. Kyle held 
his hands up. The guns were lowered. The soldiers weren’t 
eager to shoot a caged six year old. One unlatched the top 
of the cage and lifted Kyle out, then carried him to the 
corridor. Other contained IBIS children were being pulled 
out there as well. 

Soon, all the containment rooms containing the chil- 
dren were emptied, and all the IBIS children, who were all 
by now between the ages of five and nine years old, had 
been brought from their captivity. One of the British sol- 
diers called for a headcount. The answer came back 
momentarily; 42 children in total. 

The soldiers then ushered the children into a nearby 
room, away from the dead and injured. Some put up a 
token resistance, but most simply went along, their loyalty 
having vanished already. 

The soldiers and children sat around in the large empty 
room, apparently a storage room that had never been 
filled. The soldiers at first began trying to entertain the 


children, but quickly realized that these were not “chil- 
dren” as they knew them. These were soldiers in small 
bodies, and made obvious that they expected to be treated 
as such. 

Eventually, a man entered the room. Obviously a Gen- 
eral, by his dress uniform, which Kyle recognized as 
belonging to the British Royal Army. He addressed the 
crowd of soldiers and assets. 

“Right, now, ladies and gents. We’re leaving before these 
Nazi fucks get in any backup. Prisoners in Convoy A. Chil- 
dren in Convoy B. I’ve already dispatched a commando to 
load up any files and/or hard drives. Let’s load out!” 

“Sir yes Sir!” 

Before the orders could be carried out, one of the IBIS 
girls approached the General. She was not a member of 
The Golden Fleece, so Kyle did not know her name, but he 
would find out, many years later. It will not be revealed 
here, for reasons of privacy concerns. 

“Sir, what is this? Where the fuck are we going?” 

The General was visibly taken aback by the swearing 
coming from such a young mouth, but said nothing to 
indicate this, instead answering her question. 

“Well, young lady, I suppose you deserve an answer. 
You’re to be taken away. You will all be given a station, 
once we’ve sorted everything out. But you won’t be stay- 
ing here- none will. This base, and all that’s in it, is now 
the property of Her Majesty.” With that, he turned and 
marched away, apparently having said all that he was will- 
ing, and deciding that the children should also find it 
satisfactory. 


The soldiers and children gathered themselves and left. 
The IBIS children had no possessions to carry with them. 
Wherever they were going, it would be an entirely fresh 
start. Kyle found himself with a feeling at this realization. 
One he couldn’t quite identify. Something approaching 
excitement, perhaps? Or possibly even a sense of hope? 

The children, as they left, found themselves marching, 
out of habit more than anything. The soldiers found this 
to be quite an amusing sight. 

After the elevator ride up, the children and soldiers were 
divided. A convoy of what must have been at least 30 Lor- 
ries were waiting. Eight of them which had Red Cross 
symbols on the side. These were already being loaded with 
the injured and dead. A few were also being loaded with 
those taken prisoner. 

Among the latter group, Kyle recognized Kramer and Dr 
Kreiger, as well as most of the medical and scientific per- 
sonnel, mostly still in their nightclothes. He did not see 
Emmermann, whom he only then remembered hearing 
was not on base that day. What would become of him 
when he returned, Kyle wondered? 

As they passed the scientific prisoners, on their knees 
beside one of the Lorries, Elsa stopped in front of Dr. 
Kreiger, smiled, and spat in the Doctor’s face. Dr. Kreiger 
rose, shouting invectives in German, but was brought back 
to the ground immediately by the butt of a rifle. 

“Calm yourself down, Nazi bitch! Where you’re going, 
you'll wish they were only spitting on you!” barked the 
soldier who had knocked her down. 

The IBIS children were loaded into four of the remain- 


ing Lorries, divided by groups of ten, save for the final 
truck, which was loaded with twelve. In each truck, two 
soldiers rode with them. 

The trucks soon enough left the IBIS base, by which time 
it was very early morning, the sun just beginning to rise. 

The four trucks bearing their precious cargo drove for 48 
hours, across Canada, accompanied by a fifth which car- 
ried their food. They took only back roads through the 
countryside of Canada, through incredible scenery, stop- 
ping only when someone needed to answer nature’s call, 
or to eat their food, which consisted of MREs so vile that 
Kyle wondered if they were made from human shit, like 
that which they had eaten on Mars. 

The children talked among themselves, including, even- 
tually, to those outside their units, as they suddenly 
realized that the old constraints against such no longer 
applied. They spoke of both the future and the past. From 
whence they had come, and from whence they might be 
going. Very little was explained to them. Indeed, it was 
unlikely that the soldiers accompanying them knew any- 
thing more than they did. 

The trucks pulled up, after approximately 48 hours of 
driving, onto a commercial strip. Young Street, in Toronto, 
one of the soldiers explained to the group of children who 
were just beginning to awaken due to the urban sounds 
which were now surrounding the convoy. 

The street was just beginning to come to life as the 
group arrived. It was lined on both sides with office build- 
ings from a patchwork of eras. Groups of people in their 
office wear were entering them. Only a few so much as 


looked up at the site of 42 children, barefoot and in 
striped pajamas being unloaded from Lorries, then being 
walked through the streets by a group of heavily armed 
soldiers, so preoccupied were they by their corporate 
imprisonment. 

The children were led to the back of one of the build- 
ings, through a back door, then in groups up an elevator in 
one of the back hallways. No one disturbed or even saw 
them. 

They were taken to the top floor of this building. What 
must have been intended for office space had been con- 
verted into a housing area for the delivered children. The 
room was filled with army cots, divided down the middle 
by a set of Japanese screens, one side for boys, the other 
for girls. 

“Girls on the left, boys on the right. Please find a bed, 
and change into the clothes laid out for you. Make your- 
selves right at home,” one of the soldiers instructed. 

The assets were all still wearing the same striped paja- 
mas and bare feet they had been issued on the night the 
IBIS base was seized. The clothes turned out to be a set of 
youth sized military fatigues, a pair of wool socks, and a 
pair of brown loafers. These clothes were too big for all 
but the oldest children, but none cared. They were begin- 
ning to feel liberated. 

Eventually, they were issued food. This was still pack- 
aged food, but far better tasting than the MREs they had 
eaten on the drive to Toronto, this consisting of various 
types of pre-packaged snacks, both sweet and savory. It 
was here that Kyle discovered his love of both potato chips 


and Jaffa Cakes. 

Eventually, a woman showed up. Canadian, judging by 
her accent. She began calling the children out, by name, 
one by one, in alphabetical order. They’d be gone for 
hours at a time. Soon, it became known her purpose. She 
was something called a “social worker,” and was inter- 
viewing each IBIS child about their experiences. 

As each interview took so long, and the woman left at 
5:00 PM each day, the process wound up taking over a 
fortnight in total. The children “bathed” with a combina- 
tion of the washcloths handed out to them and the hand 
soap found in the bathroom on this floor of the office 
building, which was apparently unoccupied by anyone 
else. 

The wait was unexciting, but cheerful. The British sol- 
diers never once mistreated any of the IBIS children, and 
eventually came to treat the assets as their fellow soldiers. 
Not once did they beat the children for speaking too 
loudly, or not loudly enough, or for swearing in public, or 
for asking for food or the toilet at non-designated times, 
nor any of the other myriad abuses that they had become 
used to at the IBIS base. It became nearly euphoric. 

On the third day of the wait, the “social worker” called 
Kyle’s name. He went with her. She took him down a floor 
in the building into an office. A rather depressing, win- 
dowless affair, it reminded Kyle more of an interrogation 
room than an office, save for the desk covered in papers. 
There was also a calendar on a wall. The date showed it as 
May the 11th, 1976. Kyle did a calculation and realized 
that this meant the IBIS children had been liberated on 


May the 6th of 1976. 

The social worker, a sweet overweight redhead, intro- 
duced herself as Sarah, then sat behind the desk across 
from Kyle and produced a tape recorder. 

“Tell me your story, when you’re ready,” she said. And 
that he did. He told everything he knew of IBIS, as well as 
his own story. His abduction from K6nigshutte, the pro- 
gramming and ritual abuse he and his comrades had 
undergone at the hands of the Aquino family, the theft of 
his and Elsa’s child, and every other crime he had wit- 
nessed. He also told the names of every perpetrator and 
victim that he knew, as well as every name he could 
remember seeing or hearing while on missions. 

Sarah let him continue as long as he could, only stop- 
ping him to ask for clarifications, switch out tapes in the 
recorder, or grab food and drinks when Kyle requested 
them. The process must have taken six hours. At the end, 
Sarah stated to Kyle that it was surely the most exhaustive 
testimony that she had heard so far. Perhaps, someday, 
this testimony will become public record, like the Nurem- 
berg testimony that came before it. 

Eventually, once the testimonies had all been heard, the 
assets waited again. Two days went by, and life continued. 
On the third day, everything changed. 

Sarah once again began calling the assets’ names, and 
they dutifully left. They soon returned, to say their good- 
byes, as well as to gather whatever meager possessions 
they had acquired, usually just a few changes of under- 
wear and perhaps a book or two that they may have been 
given by one of the soldiers. It turned out, the children 


had all already been found new postings, and were being 
sent off. 

Kyle’s name was called eventually, and he left. 

“We’ve found you a posting, Herr Dellschau,” she said. 
“Please gather your things.” 

“Where will I be going?” 

“Cornwall, England. That’s all I know, besides that it’ll 
be far better than your last posting. Have a safe trip.” 

Kyle returned and gathered his few belongings, which 
now included a copy of Casino Royale that one of the sol- 
diers had given him. He was already assimilating British 
culture. 

He said his goodbyes. He’d have made a lot more of 
them, particularly the goodbye to Elsa, if he’d known this 
was the last time he’d ever see any of his IBIS comrades 
again. 

Sarah and two soldiers led him downstairs in the build- 
ing, to the alleyway from whence he and the others had 
arrived. Outside, an armored limousine was waiting, with 
three soldiers inside, in dress uniform this time, but still 
British Royal Army, as well as one civilian man in an 
Armani suit. They were quite decent and polite, but pro- 
vided no real answers to Kyle’s questions about where he 
was going. 

The group drove to an airfield somewhere outside of 
Toronto, where a nondescript passenger plane was wait- 
ing. The soldiers and suited man who had accompanied 
Kyle continued to do so onto the plane, and then the flight 
to England. 

As it turned out, Kyle never saw any of the IBIS assets 


again, at least not in the forms he had known them. Nor 
did he ever learn the fates of Dr. Kreiger or most of the 
rest of his tormentors. However, Emmermann’s presence 
in Kyle’s life would eventually continue, as would Com- 
mander Aquino’s, and much much later, Kramer would 
also reappear. 

Kyle soon fell asleep on the plane. He was awoken only 
by the landing. He looked out the window to see the run- 
way, which was perched somewhat alarmingly close to the 
beautiful sea cliffs of Cornwall. And so, IBIS now well and 
truly in his past, Kyle’s new life began. 


**Author’s note. Well. It’s done. The story of Project 
IBIS has been told as well as I could, with my limited 
memories of it. However, Kyle’s story has only barely 
begun. I hope the reader is excited for the continuation of 
it all.** 


Chapter 11 


This particular stage of Kyle’s life, the period in Eng- 
land before being sent to Montauk, is very faint in my 
memory, even though this phase took up seven years. Only 
a few chapters of this book can be dedicated to it, due to 
this. I will try my best, however, to describe a few high- 
lights. Once the Montauk stage begins, the level of detail 
will go up massively. 

Kyle alighted from the plane, and, after an urgent trip to 
some nearby bushes to relieve himself, which visibly 
shocked the two very refined military men, was loaded 
into another armored limousine, like that which had 
brought him to the airfield near Toronto. 

It was as they were driving away that he began to take 
note of a certain sensation that had hit him a few days 
earlier. Something akin to exhaustion, but not quite the 
same. He would later realize this was withdrawal, both 
from being in avatar most of the time, and from the drugs 
and nanites that had been so regularly pumped into his 
system. 

The limousine drove quite a distance. After a bit, Kyle, 
with permission, rolled down a window and stuck his head 
out, enjoying the famous English sea air and the spectacu- 
lar views. 


The limousine eventually pulled up in front of a large sin- 
gle story white house, quite isolated from any other 
visible buildings. It also overlooked the sea. 

“Welcome to your new home,” one of the soldiers said. 

Outside the house stood a family. A young couple, both 
tall and brunette, and a daughter who looked about the 
same age as Kyle. 

Before Kyle could get out, the man in the Armani suit 
pulled a briefcase from under his seat, produced a clip- 
board, alighted from the limousine, and rushed up to the 
family in front of the house. The two men and the woman 
all signed the clipboard, then the suited man gestured at 
the car. One of the soldiers nudged Kyle, and he got out 
and approached the family, with a growing sense of trepi- 
dation. Just what was all this, anyway? 

The man of the family extended his hand to Kyle. 

“How do you do, young sir? Adam Blackwell. My wife 
Anna. My daughter Honey. Welcome to your new home.” 

Kyle shook his hand, but decided to clear the air, and 
remove any misconceptions with his introduction. 

“Kyle Dellschau. May as well say it now, Sir. 1 am not a 
child. I’ve spent much of my life in an adult body. I speak 
three languages. I have had carnal relations with multiple 
women. I can use a wide range of weapons. I swear when I 
feel like it. I am a man in a small body. Nothing more, 
nothing less.” 

Adam Blackwell was visibly amused, as was his wife, but 
he carried it like a gentleman. 

“Yes, Herr Dellschau. I was briefed. You will be treated 
accordingly. But” -Blackwell bent down and whispered in 


Kyle’s ear- “let’s us do try to keep the profanity and dis- 
cussion of ‘carnal relations’ to when my wife and daughter 
can’t hear, shall we?” 

Kyle agreed, and, introductions made, entered the home 
of the Blackwell family. It proved to actually be quite spa- 
cious on the inside, and furnished in a traditional English 
style, though the amenities were all quite modern. 

Kyle found his room. It was already stocked with cloth- 
ing, and the bed made up. The Blackwells had obviously 
prepared quite quickly for their new charge, and so, Kyle 
began to settle into his new home. 

At dinner, Kyle broached the subject of his “station,” and 
just what was to be expected of him. He was growing 
increasingly exhausted of all this crypticness. Was it an 
English trait, he wondered? 

“Well,” Adam Blackwell said, to Kyle’s posed question; “I 
suppose it’s fair of you to ask. This family works for an 
organization by the name of MI6. Perhaps you’ll have 
heard of it?” 

“Yes. It’s run by semites and money launderers,” Kyle 
commented. 

This was what he had been taught, though now he said 
it more for shock value than as a serious statement. His 
reading of Casino Royale had in fact made him respect the 
organization. But he decided it was best to keep the Black- 
wells on their toes. 

The Blackwells raised eyebrows at this statement of his, 
but decided to not argue yet. 

“Well, you seem to know your stuff then. All we know is 
that they have great interest in your history with off 


planet operations, themselves being rather understaffed 
in that arena,” Anna Blackwell said. Kyle realized it was 
the first time he had heard her speak. 

“And your child? She, too, works for them?” Kyle asked, 
gesturing towards young Honey. 

“I am not a child!” Honey piped up at the perceived 
insult. 

“Yes. She does. We all play our part in service to Her 
Majesty’s government,” Adam said in reply. 

Not much more was explained, and after dinner, Kyle 
took a shower. His first real one since leaving the IBIS 
base. The hot water seemed almost sinfully indulgent to 
him. He then retired to bed, to be plagued by bizarre 
dreams of Elsa in a series of increasingly frightening loca- 
tions. He awoke not much rested, but in anticipation of 
what might come next. 

After breakfast, which happened to be Kyle’s first taste 
of an English Breakfast, the Blackwell family, including 
Kyle, piled into the Blackwell’s green station wagon. Adam 
hinted they were taking Kyle to “meet his new bosses.” 

The drive took five hours, not including stops. The 
Blackwells drove from the north shore of Cornwall all the 
way to London, and through London to the MI6 building 
at Vauxhall Cross. 

In spite of himself, Kyle enjoyed the drive. He was com- 
ing to love England. London, particularly, enraptured him. 
He had never in his life seen so many types of people, or 
such massive constructions. Adam Blackwell swore a good 
deal at the traffic which slowed the drive, and young 
Honey whined, but Kyle was thankful for it, as it gave him 


a chance to view London further and longer. 

The group eventually pulled into the underground car 
park, where they were met by a valet, a huge black man in 
a long and obviously quite expensive coat and white silk 
gloves. 

It was Anna Blackwell who first spoke to the man. 

“Good afternoon Terence. We have a newcomer. This is 
Kyle our obscure young cousin from-“* 

Kyle decided to interject before she could insult him by 
attributing an incorrect nationality, and stepped forward, 
his hand outstretched. 

“Guten Tag, Herr Terrence. Mein Name ist Kyle 
Dellschau.” Then, switching to English, he continued. “I 
have been sent to live with the Blackwell family, as a part 
of my new assignment.” 

“Wie gehts, Herr Dellschau. I trust they are taking good 
care of you?” the valet said, in a thick Jamaican accent. 

“Well enough,” Kyle replied. He’d have continued the 
conversation, but Adam began ushering him on, and into 
the building they went. 

The building was massive and ultramodern on the 
inside, with black and white checkered floors and sleek 
white walls, adorned with the occasional piece of modern 
art, and an even more occasional classical art piece that 
wound up looking anachronistic in such a place. The 
Blackwells and Kyle moved through this, unmolested, 
until they reached a massive bank of elevators. 

Inside the elevator the group entered, above the floor 
buttons was a keypad. Adam typed in a code, then pressed 
the floor button labeled “SB-14.” The 14th sub basement. 


The level they arrived at proved equally impressive to 
the one at ground level. Upon exiting the elevator, Adam 
directed Kyle to a small waiting room just beyond. 

“Wait in there. The rest of us have work to do,” he 
instructed, then promptly left with Anna and Honey. 

So Kyle went and waited, wondering all the while how 
anyone was supposed to recognize him and come get him. 
Had all of this truly been planned out in such detail 
already, Kyle wondered? 

He didn’t have long to wait. A tall dark haired woman 
fetched him, and walked him through a door to the side of 
the waiting area. What followed amounted to a combat fit- 
ness review panel. Kyle was led through a series of rooms, 
in which a bevy of medical personnel conducted various 
tests; his blood and urine were taken, his vision, hearing, 
and reflexes were tested. At one point he was made to run 
on a treadmill while wearing a belt to which a tangle of 
wires was attached. They even briefly tested his compe- 
tency with firearms. 

The process, in total, took about 11 hours. The fact that 
Kyle showed no tiredness itself proved his status as an 
enhanced soldier. No normal child would have made it 
through this process without collapsing from sheer 
exhaustion. 

At the end of the process, he was shown in an office. The 
plaque on the door read “Commander Alfred Bonner; 
DOPO.” Kyle’s interest was piqued, both by the obviously 
Germanic name, and the mysterious acronym. 

As he entered the office, a huge blonde German man 
rose from behind the desk. He gave Kyle the customary 


“Sieg Heil!” Kyle was shocked to see it in such an environ- 
ment, but he returned it. Perhaps this place wasn’t going 
to be so unfamiliar after all. 

After the greeting, the man rounded the desk and intro- 
duced himself to Kyle, his hand outstretched. 

“I am Commander Alfred Bonner. Director of Off Planet 
Operations.” 

“DOPO,” Kyle echoed. 

“Yes, quite. I'll cut to the point, Herr Dellschau. The 
timing of bringing you here has proven quite serendipi- 
tous. You already carry enhancements and training in my 
department.” 

“T see. But if I may, how is my coming serendipitous?” 

“Because, Herr Dellschau, if you'll pardon my French, 
I’m fucking underfunded. I suppose you’ve not had access 
to the news. To put it succinctly, Her Majesty’s govern- 
ment is spending so much on fighting the goddamn Irish 
that they forget that this little shithole city they love so 
much is but a dot on a planet which itself swims among 
other cities.” 

“T don’t agree with calling your lovely city a “shithole.” 
But I’m glad to assist.” 

Bonner chuckled. “Wait until you see SoHo. Then you'll 
reevaluate. Though it is good if you need a night of pas- 
sion. Which brings me to my next point; you’re to be age 
advanced. You’ll no longer be forced to inhabit that small 
body.” 

“You make avatars?” 

“Not precisely. We have a machine that can alter one’s 
age. We acquired it from the Americans back in ‘56. You 


will be advanced to the mental age that was foisted upon 
you.” 

After a bit more discussion of Kyle’s new contract, the 
nature of which escapes me, Bonner used his desk phone 
to call in a person from the laboratory, and a woman 
escorted Kyle to the designated area. 

Inside, he was greeted by a regeneration tank, like those 
he was familiar with from the IBIS base, except that this 
particular one was filled with an opaque light pink fluid. 
He was lowered in, fell unconscious, and emerged an adult 
man, looking just like his adult avatar had. He excused 
himself to the toilet he had glimpsed in one of the hall- 
ways, to relieve himself of the urges he had been 
overcome by with the sudden rush of adult hormones. 
Quite a pleasant interlude for him, as he’d begun to miss 
his own sexuality. 

And so it was. The next morning, Kyle was returned to 
the Blackwells, and his new life and assignment began. 
Never again would he be in a child’s body. The Blackwells 
told their neighbors that Kyle was their “obscure German 
cousin,” who had come to live with them after losing his 
job, a cover story that Kyle never objected to. 

A few more bits of the next seven years will be told in 
the following chapters. 


**“Author’s note. I hope the reader will excuse the lack of 
detail in this and the following three chapters. These are hard 
to access memories for me. Once this phase is over, the detail 
will return.** 


Chapter 12 


As I have very little chronological awareness of this stage 
of Kyle’s life, I will recount these few missions in no par- 
ticular order. 

As opposed to how it had been in IBIS, where he had a 
unit, Kyle’s missions in MI6 were nearly always either 
solo, or with a single companion, usually a woman. They 
were usually off planet, and from what I can recollect, 
were usually simple reconnaissance ops with occasional 
light combat. They were always directed by Commander 
Bonner, who took the role of “handler” in Kyle’s life at 
MI6. 

Kyle also began to study music. The radio in the Black- 
wells home was his first real exposure to it, and so he 
bought several books on the subject from a shop in Lon- 
don, and soon discovered a strong natural talent for it. 

On one particular mission, Kyle was sent to retrieve a set 
of USB-like computer chips. According to Bonner, these 
chips housed memories, retrieved from the brains of those 
found dead on a battlefield. Kyle was to retrieve them, 
both so that MI6 would have access to the intel in these 
deceased soldiers’ memories, and so that the technology 
could be reverse engineered. 

He traveled, as he usually did, by the underground maglev 
system. MI6 had no stargate, so he and all the others in 


his department had to travel to a spaceport in the far 
north of Iceland, an area so remote that ships came and 
went without risk of being seen. 

Before leaving, Kyle was handed an employee pass card. 
He was assured that this was all he would need to infil- 
trate the facility. The company the key card belonged to 
was named “Kruger Mercenaries, LLC.” The card featured a 
picture of Kyle and his alias for this op, George 
Kavanaugh. It was Kyle’s first encounter with the Kruger 
name or company. 

The maglev station serving London was a further two 
levels below subbasement 14 of the MI6 building. There 
was an entire world down there- a city below a city. From 
the maglev station Kyle observed a street of sorts, lined by 
apartment buildings. He was not able to venture outside 
the confines of the station, so never was able to walk this 
underground street and see what lay beyond, but the 
volume of traffic in the station betrayed that the under- 
ground city must be quite sizable and populous. 

The spaceport in Iceland was also quite remarkable. It 
was nearly all constructed underground, with a complexity 
of escalators leading up. The only above ground section 
was the landing pad itself, which was expertly tucked into 
the topography in such a way that it could not be seen 
until one was right on it, not that that was likely. The ter- 
rain here was all mountainous tundra, with not a single 
road or building anywhere in sight to the south, the north 
being the ocean, with a few glaciers visible in the distance. 
This was near the North Pole, and not exactly fit for 
human habitation. 


Kyle waited until his assigned transport was called. It 
turned out to be a large cigar shaped craft, perhaps 300 
feet in length by 40 feet in diameter. He quietly ascended 
the staircase, trying to ignore the biting cold. He hadn’t 
dressed for it, as he had been told to expect hot weather 
on the planet he was going to, the name of which he 
hadn’t been told, merely that he was headed to the city of 
New Suzhou. 

The seating was bench style, running nearly the entire 
length of the ship on this level. The upper level was taken 
up by a cafe of sorts and a series of bathrooms with show- 
ers. The flight was quite packed with an assortment of 
people, most in uniform. The several dozen civilian pas- 
sengers were all obviously very wealthy. The men wore 
tailored Armani and Hugo Boss suits, while the women 
wore Valentino business dresses and carried Gucci purses. 

The flight wound up taking nearly 16 hours. The pas- 
sengers consumed huge amounts of coffee, so as to be 
spared the discomfort of sleeping in a sitting position on 
the hard leather benches or the even harder wooden seats 
of the cafe. 

The ship arrived in New Suzhou with an announcement, 
and the staircase lowered again. The passengers disem- 
barked onto a massive concrete landing pad, on flat 
terrain. 

The terrain seemed flat as far as the eye could see. The 
landing pad was surrounded already by cars and buses, 
both on wheels and magnetic levitation, to take the 
alighting passengers into the city of New Suzhou that was 
visible in the distance. The city looked most inviting and 


fascinating to Kyle, mixing traditional Chinese architec- 
ture with futuristic styles. 

As he always did, and always would in these situations, 
Kyle looked into the sky to make determinations about the 
type of planet he was on. 

He was able to determine that New Suzhou was, in fact, 
not on a planet proper, but on a moon of an ice giant 
planet. This planet was plainly visible in the sky, as were 
several other moons of it, which all visibly lacked atmos- 
pheres. The moon that New Suzhou was situated on, on 
the other hand, was obviously Earth-like, as the air was 
easily breathable and the sky was blue. Kyle estimated the 
gravity to be about 90% that of Earth. The planet that this 
moon and the others orbited was situated in a binary sys- 
tem, with one star being yellow, and the other, much 
fainter one, being a white dwarf. The advice to expect hot 
weather had been quite prudent, as Kyle guessed that the 
temperature must be something above 30 degrees Celsius. 

As he stood on the landing pad, he was struck with a 
sudden lack of awareness as to where he was or what he 
was to do. No instruction had been given as to this stage. 

As it turned out, he didn’t have long to wait. He’d stood 
looking confused for perhaps three minutes before he was 
approached by a tiny Chinese woman in smart yet weather 
appropriate office wear. She walked up and addressed 
Kyle. 

“Herr Dellschau?” 

“Yes?” Kyle said with slight trepidation. 

The woman gave a slight bow, then continued to speak, 
in a surprisingly cheerful tone. 


“I am Helen Sung. Your contact. Her Majesty’s plant in 
the New Suzhou office of Kruger. I trust they haven’t at all 
told you enough information?” 

Kyle smiled slightly at this, now reassured that this 
woman was, indeed, an MI6 insider and operative. 

Helen Sung led Kyle then to a car which was parked, as 
many were, next to the landing pad. This one was sleek 
and black, and hovered on an anti-gravity system. Kyle sat 
in the passenger seat, and Sung dictated to Kyle the course 
of the mission as she drove to the Kruger office. 

The cover story given was that Kyle was another Kruger 
employee by the name of George Kavanaugh, as was on his 
employee ID card he had been issued. He was, according to 
the cover story, being brought in for a routine security 
check from the Kruger headquarters on Ganymede. During 
the course of this check, he was to call for a total reboot of 
all security systems, during which they would all be offline 
for ten minutes. The laboratory containing the tech he 
was after would then be accessible, and since it was not 
staffed at these hours, he could enter and steal a few of 
the treasured memory chips without being observed, then 
simply leave, once the systems check had been completed. 

As the pair drove, Kyle was amazed at the architectural 
mixing on display on New Suzhou. There seemed to be a 
nearly even mix of futuristic skyscrapers, traditional Chi- 
nese architecture, and other, odd buildings which seemed 
to be attempting to mix the two, to varying degrees of 
SUCCESS. 

Soon enough, Kyle and Sung pulled up at one such 
building. They left the car outside for the valet, then 


entered the building. Sung led Kyle to an elevator, and 
pressed a button labeled “K.” The elevator descended, 
rather than going up. Kyle and Sung emerged into a rather 
remarkable space. 

They were in what seemed to be an underground bio- 
sphere of sorts. A massive cavern, the insides of which 
were heavily foliaged. There were several ancient struc- 
tures inside which resembled Mayan pyramids. 
Interspersed among these were some modern buildings, 
which Kyle guessed must have been the buildings which 
made up the Kruger facility. The space was lit by a number 
of holes in the ceiling of the cavern, letting in sunlight. 
The sounds of the city above could just be heard through 
these holes. 

The operation went off without a hitch. Due to limited 
memory, I cannot say much, except that after all the secu- 
rity checks, Kyle walked away from the Kruger facility 
with, he imagined, more than enough information to con- 
duct a raid on the facility. 

After the op, Sung helped Kyle check into a hotel on the 
outskirts of New Suzhou, as there were no transports back 
to Earth that day. Kyle made advances towards Sung, but 
was rebuffed, and he instead found company for the night 
in the hotel bar. He returned to Earth, then MI6, the next 
day. 

His mission was deemed to be a complete success. 

*“Author’s note. A fairly brief and unexciting chapter. How- 
ever, the author asks that the reader remember the name 
Kruger, and the associated company of Kruger Mercenaries, 
LLC. This name and company will come up again.** 


Chapter 13 


As the years wore on, Kyle began to forget his IBIS life. 
What he was unaware of was that his memory was in fact 
being gradually erased through the use of drugs, likely 
administered in his meals at the Blackwell home, or in the 
MI6 canteen. 

A consequence was that he even began forgetting Elsa. 
His musical studies progressed, and he began to write love 
songs, addressed to Elsa, yet becoming slowly but surely 
unaware who they were for, eventually believing that they 
must be for a hallucination. Some hypothetical woman he 
had conjured as a muse, but begun to fall in love with in 
spite of his own rationality. 

Kyle’s songs were written on blank paper, often napkins. 
He hid these in his desk, unaware that one day, they would 
be stolen and sold to the music industry. This would go on 
to become something he was all too familiar with. 

Eventually, Kyle and Honey Blackwell, the latter age 
advanced to adulthood for this event, were sent on an op 
together. As usual, they took the maglev to the spaceport 
in Iceland, then the ship to their main destination, which 
turned out to be the colony of New London, on a planet in 
the Ursa Minor system. 

The transit proved very long, but otherwise uneventful, 


and Kyle and Honey arrived in good order. 

Their assignment was to retrieve a package, contents 
unknown. They knew very little, as usual. They knew that 
they were intercepting, or rather infiltrating, a meeting 
between two assets from an enemy state. The meeting, 
they were able to figure out, had been arranged by a dou- 
ble agent within this enemy state. However, the agent that 
Kyle and Honey were retrieving the package from could 
not be a double agent, since the assignment had specifi- 
cally stated that they were to kill him once the package 
was in their possession. Wet work. Kyle hated wet work the 
most. 

The assignment was to take place in the colony’s recon- 
struction of Crystal Palace Park. Kyle and Honey, being 
familiar with London on Earth, simply got on the Under- 
ground, which in New London was yet another maglev. 

However, upon exiting at what they thought was the cor- 
rect station, they found themselves in what appeared to be 
a recreation of Bloomsbury. It was with considerable con- 
sternation that they then realized that New London had a 
completely different layout from its namesake. 

“We're getting a taxi. We’re already running late. No time 
for this shit.” was Kyle’s decree. And so they did. 

The taxi driver who ended up taking them, Kyle noted, 
bore a striking resemblance to the actor Sir Roger Moore, 
with a near identical voice as well. Much later in his life, 
Kyle would learn of the phenomenon of a person in the 
Breakaway colonies having a clone on Earth who was a 
celebrity, or vice versa, but at this time, he chalked it up to 
simply being a strong resemblance. 


Eventually, they reached the reconstruction of Crystal 
Palace Park. Kyle began to open a bag full of money to pay 
the driver. They had one, to pay their contact. However, 
said contact would, of course, never walk away with it, and 
Kyle figured that a few pounds wouldn’t be missed. How- 
ever, before he could even open the bag, Honey put her 
hand on his arm to stop him, then addressed the driver. 

“Excuse us, but we need to dig out our money. May we 
exit the cab for a moment?” 

“Of course Marm,” the driver said cheerfully. 

Honey exited the car, dragging a confused Kyle with her 
to a park bench on the sidewalk, where their backs were 
turned to the cab. 

“Blackwell. What is this about?” 

“Kyle, he’s seen our faces. We can’t let him live.” 

As they spoke, Honey surreptitiously opened her purse 
and pulled out a small pistol and begun to screw on a 
silencer. Unlike the silencers available on the civilian mar- 
ket, which only slightly suppressed the sound of a shot, 
MI6 had developed ones which acted like those in Holly- 
wood. They reduced the shots from their attached guns 
down to a subtle “pew” sound. 

“Honey, this is not-“ Kyle began. 

“This is wet work, Kyle. Grow up,” she interjected. 

And with that, she turned to the cab, knocked on the 
driver’s window, and when it was rolled down, she very 
quickly drew the silenced pistol from beneath her jacket 
and shot the driver, twice in the chest, then once more in 
between the eyes. He was dead before he had a chance to 
realize what had happened. She then turned away, no 


emotion shown, and returned to Kyle. The op continued. 

This recreation of Crystal Palace Park differed from the 
old one in that it had a full scale replica of the original 
Crystal Palace from which the park had gained its name. 
The original London structure had burned down in 1936, 
somewhat altering the landscape of the park. In this 
reconstruction, which had the building, they were to meet 
their contact in the back side of it. There were mostly 
electrical buildings and the like back there. They wouldn’t 
be disturbed. 

After they arrived, they saw their contact waiting. He 
was a very tall man, looking to be of Persian or South 
Asian background. He carried a large duffel bag, and was 
looking around suspiciously. He addressed Kyle with the 
code phrase that Kyle had been told to expect. 

“T am a traveler of fortune looking to find the West.” 
“And I am a traveler from the West looking to find my 
fortune,” Kyle replied. 

The man nodded in apparent satisfaction, then contin - 
ued; “Show me the money.” 

Honey Blackwell did so, then said; “Now show us the 
goods.” 

The man opened the duffel bag, revealing a black rec- 
tangular box, leather on the outside, about two feet deep 
by three feet wide. In the middle was what appeared to be 
a touchscreen device. 

The man looked at Kyle and Honey sheepishly. 

“It’s biometrically locked. I can’t open it either.” he said. 
“Yes, well,” Kyle replied, “I think we’ve seen all we need 
to see. 


With that, Kyle drew his own silenced pistol and shot 
the man. Again, twice in the chest, and once between the 
eyes. The man lived just long enough to get the most ter- 
rible look of shock in his eyes, then fall. Kyle forced 
himself to look away from this. Killing an armed combat- 
ant on the battlefield was one thing, but for him, 
personally executing a defenseless man was still very 
emotionally difficult for him. 

After completing the assignment, Kyle and Honey real- 
ized that they weren’t sure where to go. They knew they 
needed to find a place to hole up for the night, but weren’t 
certain how. 

“Well. This colony mirrors Earth London in every way 
we've seen, except layout. We'll head to Hackney,” Kyle 
decided. 

“Isn’t that a rather rough area?” Honey asked 

“Yes. In fact it’s a shithole. Which means the hotels are 
low priced and don’t ask for identification.” 

And so they did. They holed up in a hotel for the night, 
ordering their food delivered from the Chinese restaurant 
across the street. They avoided trying to identify the meat, 
and they also avoided trying to spot the roaches in their 
rooms. Had they looked, they would have found them. But 
still, they slept well, and met again in the hallways outside 
their rooms to get on transport back to Earth. 

While MI6 had, no doubt, ensured that their faces were 
invisible, or at least uninteresting, to the system, they 
took no chances. They bought their tickets at the space- 
port, then simply and nonchalantly walked past the 
security area. These spaceports did not have security com- 


parable to the airports of Earth. The bags were not even 
searched. 

This was unsurprising, as these modes of interplanetary 
travel, even within the Breakaway colonies, are generally 
only accessible to the military, spies, and the obscenely 
wealthy, who would not tolerate it if their bags were 
searched and their contraband confiscated. 

Kyle and Honey made it back home in good order. Their 
mission was a success. They never found out the identity 
of their contact whom they had killed, nor the contents of 
the box they had picked up because of it, nor how it had 
all been prearranged. As always, MI6 kept their mouths 
shut. 


*“Author’s note. I felt this mission important to recount, as 
it showcases some emotional aspects of Kyle that would 
continue throughout his life. The next chapter is the final 
portion of Volume 1, and as such, I will make the effort to 
include as much detail as I can, to satisfactorily end this 
stage of Kyle’s life.** 


Chapter 14 


I will, at last, draw the reader’s attention to what would, it 

turned out, be Kyle’s last mission for MI6. Indeed, it would 
prove to be the last amount of time that he, or rather the 
soul fragment/piece of consciousness used to create him, 
would spend in the clone body he had been inserted into 
prior to birth. When all was said and done, he would soon 
be in a different body. 

It should be noted also that, in his new situation that fol- 
lowed this one, he would not remember much, if anything, 
about his life until that point. However, his personality 
quirks- his protectiveness towards children, his somewhat 
cantankerous temperament, his bizarre and complicated 
relationship to authority, and his tendency to attempt a 
sexual relationship with every woman who seemed acces- 
sible; these would all remain a part of him for the rest of 
his life. 

I will, outside of these notes, leave the details of the 
remainder after this point for the next volume, and will 
now proceed with how Kyle’s time at MI6 came to an 
abrupt and violent end. 

The day began quite normally, with Kyle commuting into 
London, to the MI6 building, clocking in, and then finally 
heading to Bonner’s office. It was late December of 1983, 
ironically almost exactly the 39th anniversary of the day 


Kyle had been abducted from his home in Konigshutte. 

“Guten Tag, Dellschau. Today is your lucky day. You have 
an assignment already. No waiting around at your desk in 
abject boredom.” 

“Allow me to guess, Sir. I’m either retrieving some pack- 
age I don’t know the contents of, or killing someone I 
don’t know the identity of.” Kyle was in a sour mood. Even 
at this stage, he had an odd sense of foreboding about this 
mission, as well as exhaustion with his job. 

“Dellschau, I will choose to ignore your tone, and will 
instead ask you what is underlying it?” 

“T don’t like my job, Sir.” Kyle saw no point in pretenses. 

“Well, Dellschau. There are ways around that. There are 
other divisions of MI6. You’re allowed to put in for a 
transfer. However, I must insist that you carry out this op 
today. When you return, I'll have the paperwork on your 
desk for you to file for a transfer, if that is your wish.” 

Kyle left Bonner’s office slightly more satisfied, wonder- 
ing if his upcoming transfer request would be fulfilled, and 
where he might be transferred to. His mood was further 
lifted when he exited to find a tall, attractive blonde 
woman outside the office waiting for him. 

“Herr Dellschau?” she asked. She was German also, Kyle 
realized. She spoke with a thick Bremerhaven accent. 

“Ja?” Kyle replied. Then, transitioning to English; “I 
assume you're my partner for this op?” 

“Yes. You catch on quickly.” 

“If you count seven years as ‘quickly,’ then I suppose so.” 

“Ah. What was your station before coming here?” 

Kyle paused. “I wish I knew.” 


The woman was visibly confused, but didn’t comment, 
instead extending her hand. 

“IT am Lisa Hoffner. Your handler for this mission. I rep- 
resent the BND, or the Bundesnachirichtendienst. The off 
planet division of that agency, like your own. The package 
we are delivering represents us both.” 

“And I suppose the contents of said package are classi- 
fied?” 

“Once again; you catch on quickly.” 

“Once again; if you count seven years as ‘quickly,’ then I 
suppose so.” It was becoming a running joke. 

Kyle and Hoffner left then, going to the maglev station, 
as usual. However, not as usual, the commute was not to 
the Iceland spaceport. Rather than taking the northbound 
line, they traveled south and east, to Germany. They 
alighted at a station underneath the city of Bonn, in the 
state of Nordhein-Westfalen. On this whole journey, they 
co-carried a very heavy black box, about five feet by three 
feet, with a handle on each end. Biometrically locked, like 
the one Kyle and Honey had retrieved from New London. 

They ascended one level to a sleek room, massive, with 
metal and concrete walls and a smooth domed concrete 
ceiling. In the center, about two meters above the ground, 
a craft was levitating. It was sleek and metal, about twice 
the size of a Greyhound Bus. Next to a far wall was a huge 
stargate, around 200 feet in diameter, clearly made to 
accommodate the craft. 

“A new faster-than-light ship,” Hoffner proclaimed 
proudly. “Well, new to us. One of ours smuggled the blue- 
prints for her from the Ruskies. Today we’re taking her for 


a little test run, to yours and my assignment. Star system 
as yet uncharted by the mainstream, nearest to Canis 
Minora. We'll be landing on a small moon orbiting a gas 
giant in that system. They’re calling it Orestes. The gas 
giant, that is.” 

As if on cue, a ramp lowered from the middle of the 
craft, and a tall, auburn haired man emerged, strolling 
down the ramp. He was clad in an all black full-body flight 
suit, with a helmet tucked under his arm. 

“Ah,” said Hoffman, in response to his emergence; “this 
is Jurgen. Our pilot and engineer.” 

Then, turning to him and speaking directly; “Is she 
ready to go?” 

“Indeed she is. I daresay she’s even excited at the 
prospect.” 

“Very well. Now, Herr Dellschau, let us proceed. Can’t 
keep anyone waiting, can we?” 

They proceeded onto the ship. Kyle noticed that Jiirgen 
and Hoffner kept finding excuses to look at each other, 
and “accidentally” touch. Kyle surmised that they were in 
a sexual relationship. He supposed he would have to ask if 
Jurgen minded sharing. 

It was spacious enough on the inside for large, comfort - 
able seats, an ample sized lavatory, and a tiny armory 
containing perhaps ten weapons. Kyle and Hoffner both 
found burnt orange spacesuits placed on their seats, and 
once the ship had taken off, they changed into them. Kyle 
checked the wrist computer, but found that it only 
displayed a set of coordinates, presumably on the moon 
they were headed for. 


“Meine Damen und Herren, I present to you; Orestes,” 
Jurgen said after about two hours. Kyle and Hoffner 
crowded around the front windows to view the planet that 
their ship was now orbiting. 

Orestes was indeed beautiful. Enormous and mostly 
shades of gray, but with a few bold streaks of black and 
purple. The star it orbited was extremely faint, obviously 
quite a distance away. Their view of this scene was but 
brief however; after a moment, Jiirgen turned the ship and 
piloted it towards one of the moons of Orestes. 

The moon itself was rather nondescript. Unevenly 
shaped, and mostly coated in ice, with the occasional dry, 
rocky outcropping peaking through. The ship landed, and 
Kyle and Hoffner alighted. The moon was slippery, due to 
the ice, and the gravity so light that Kyle and Hoffner were 
afraid of falling off it altogether. For some unknown rea- 
son, they landed a full ten kilometers from the 
coordinates that had been given them, and had to hike the 
full distance. 

That which played out next was the scene relayed at the 
start of this book. No sooner had Kyle and Hoffner placed 
their mysterious package in its indentation, than they 
were ambushed by unknown human hostiles in black 
spacesuits. 

Hoffner did not last five minutes, and neither, ulti- 
mately, did Kyle. Not after one of the hostiles pulled a 
grenade launcher, the blast of the projectile sending him 
flying. Somehow, he only flew along the surface of the 
moon, rather than into space. He collided eventually with 
a rocky outcropping, which stopped his motion. 


For a moment, he thought he might have somehow 
escaped unscathed. Then he saw the tiny piece of shrapnel 
or rock that had lodged in the glass of his spacesuit hel- 
met, causing a crack that was spreading, and causing his 
suit to leak. 

“Warning; suit integrity compromised. Seek pressurized 
shelter immediately,” a robotic voice said in his ear. 

“No shit,” Kyle muttered. 

For a few seconds, Kyle clawed at the rapidly fracturing 
helmet. However, he was very quickly hit with a wave of 
euphoric bliss, caused no doubt by a lethal combination of 
hypoxia and rapid-onset hypothermia. He simply laid 
down on the ice. 

As the air and warmth left his suit, Kyle’s mind flashed 
through his life. The few tiny glimpses of his life in IBIS, 
and his time in MI6. He’d never transfer now, he realized 
ruefully. 

The last thoughts to flash through his mind as he lay 
(and, it would turn out, the last thought he’d have while in 
this body,) were the lyrics of a song he had written. The 
first one he had written, in fact. 

Judging by the lyrics, he must have written this song at 
a time of great depression and sadness. He had written it 
out and then shoved it into his desk at MI6, unaware that 
it would one day be found, stolen, sent back in time, and 
sold to an American record label. These are the lyrics as 
Kyle originally wrote them: 


Just yesterday mornin’, they let me know I was gone. 
Elsa, the plans they made put an end to you. 


I walked in this morning, and I wrote down this song. 
I just can’t remember who to send it to. 

Oh, I’ve seen fire and I’ve seen rain. 

I’ve seen sunny days that I thought would never end. 
I’ve seen lonely times when I could not find a friend. 
But I always thought that I’d see you again. 

Won’t you look down upon me, Odin? 

Won’t you help me make a stand? 

You’ve just got to see me through another day. 

My body is aching and my time is at hand. 

And I won’t make it any other way. 

Oh, I’ve seen fire and I’ve seen rain. 

I’ve seen sunny days that I thought would never end. 
I’ve seen lonely times when I could not find a friend. 
But I always thought that I’d see you again. 

Been walking my mind to an easy time, 

my back turned towards the sun. 

Lord knows, when the cold wind blows, 

it'll turn your head around. 

Well, there’s hours of time on the telephone line, 

to talk about things to come. 

Sweet dreams of flying machines in pieces on the ground. 
Oh, I’ve seen fire and I’ve seen rain. 

I’ve seen sunny days that I thought would never end. 
I’ve seen lonely times when I could not find a friend. 
But I always thought that I’d see you again. 

Thought I’d see you, Elsa, one more time again now. 
There’s just a few things coming my way this time around. 
Oh, but I always thought that I’d see you again. 


*“Author’s note. Well. It’s done. The first volume is com- 
plete. But Kyle’s story is nowhere near over. If anything, this 
volume is barely a prologue. Stick around, readers. The meat 
of it all is yet to come.** 
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